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INTRODUCTION 

 
 ARTHUR Conan Doyle is one of a generation of horror writers who can claim a 
genuine belief in the supernatural. In Doyle’s day many of the best horror writers were 
also spiritualists or believers in spiritualism. Algernon Blackwood, Arthur Machen and 
Robert Louis Stevenson to name but three. Today the horror writer takes a much less 
committed stance, with total disbelief to hedging their bets with “When I see some 
convincing evidence…” 
 
 Does this belief in the supernatural make better horror writers? If you believe the 
Reverend Montague Summers, the answer is yes. In The Supernatural Omnibus (1930) he 
says: 
 
I conceive that in ghost stories told by one who believes in and is assured of the reality of apparitions and 
hauntings, such incidents as do and may occur – all other things, by which I imply literary quality and skill, 
being equal – will be found to have a sap and savour that the narrative of the writer who is using the 
supernatural as a mere circumstance to garnish his fiction must inevitably lack and cannot attain, although, 
as I have pointed out, some extraordinary talent in spinning a yarn may go far to mask the deficiency. 
 
 I disagree. Summers points out M. R. James as a contemporary who does not 
believe, and I find James’ ghost stories scarier than those of  Algernon Blackwood, a 
believer. I believe it actually had to do with James having a better sense of what was 
‘Nasty’ than Blackwood. When the author believes in Spiritualism he often also believes 
in other comforting ideas such as God or Heaven. It is Lovecraft’s brand of nihilistic 
materialism that scares the crap out of me. Times change. 
 
Just a last note: I haven’t included any of the Sherlock Holmes tales in this book. It is 
quite long enough without the Hound of the Baskervilles, or the Speckled Band or Tonga 
or any of the other horrific elements in the Sherlock Canon. This isn’t to slight the 
Holmes stories, for some of Doyle’s best horror is in those tales. Die-hard fans can read 
about this at length in my article, “The Reluctant Ghostbreaker” in the December 2002 
issue of Black October Magazine. 
 
        G. W. Thomas 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

BEYOND THE VEIL 



“The Captain of ‘ThePolestar’” is interesting because it is Doyle’s first ghost story. It 
also draws on his experiences as a ship’s doctor on a sealing ship. The snowy landscape 
is familiar to horror fans for it is reminiscent of the ending of Frankenstein. It is also the 
first of several ‘diary’ stories, a device Conan Doyle used over and over. 

THE CAPTAIN OF ‘THE POLESTAR’ 

BEING an extract from the singular journal of John M`Alister Ray, student of medicine 
 

September 11th.--Lat. 81 degrees 40' N.; long. 2 degrees E. Still lying-to amid 
enormous ice fields. The one which stretches away to the north of us, and to which our 
ice-anchor is attached, cannot be smaller than an English county. To the right and left 
unbroken sheets extend to the horizon. This morning the mate reported that there were 
signs of pack ice to the southward. Should this form of sufficient thickness to bar our 
return, we shall be in a position of danger, as the food, I hear, is already running 
somewhat short. It is late in the season, and the nights are beginning to reappear.  

This morning I saw a star twinkling just over the fore-yard, the first since the 
beginning of May. There is considerable discontent among the crew, many of whom are 
anxious to get back home to be in time for the herring season, when labour always 
commands a high price upon the Scotch coast. As yet their displeasure is only signified 
by sullen countenances and black looks, but I heard from the second mate this afternoon 
that they contemplated sending a deputation to the Captain to explain their grievance. I 
much doubt how he will receive it, as he is a man of fierce temper, and very sensitive 
about anything approaching to an infringement of his rights. I shall venture after dinner to 
say a few words to him upon the subject. I have always found that he will tolerate from 
me what he would resent from any other member of the crew. Amsterdam Island, at the 
north-west corner of Spitzbergen, is visible upon our starboard quarter--a rugged line of 
volcanic rocks, intersected by white seams, which represent glaciers. It is curious to think 
that at the present moment there is probably no human being nearer to us than the Danish 
settlements in the south of Greenland--a good nine hundred miles as the crow flies. A 
captain takes a great responsibility upon himself when he risks his vessel under such 
circumstances. No whaler has ever remained in these latitudes till so advanced a period of 
the year.  

9 P.M,--I have spoken to Captain Craigie, and though the result has been hardly 
satisfactory, I am bound to say that he listened to what I had to say very quietly and even 
deferentially. When I had finished he put on that air of iron determination which I have 
frequently observed upon his face, and paced rapidly backwards and forwards across the 
narrow cabin for some minutes. At first I feared that I had seriously offended him, but he 
dispelled the idea by sitting down again, and putting his hand upon my arm with a gesture 
which almost amounted to a caress. There was a depth of tenderness too in his wild dark 
eyes which surprised me considerably. "Look here, Doctor," he said, "I'm sorry I ever 
took you--I am indeed--and I would give fifty pounds this minute to see you standing safe 
upon the Dundee quay. It's hit or miss with me this time. There are fish to the north of us. 



How dare you shake your head, sir, when I tell you I saw them blowing from the 
masthead?"--this in a sudden burst of fury, though I was not conscious of having shown 
any signs of doubt. "Two-and-twenty fish in as many minutes as I am a living man, and 
not one under ten foot.[1] Now, Doctor, do you think I can leave the country when there 
is only one infernal strip of ice between me and my fortune? If it came on to blow from 
the north to-morrow we could fill the ship and be away before the frost could catch us. If 
it came on to blow from the south--well, I suppose the men are paid for risking their 
lives, and as for myself it matters but little to me, for I have more to bind me to the other 
world than to this one. I confess that I am sorry for you, though. I wish I had old Angus 
Tait who was with me last voyage, for he was a man that would never be missed, and 
you--you said once that you were engaged, did you not?"  

[1] A whale is measured among whalers not by the length of its body, but by the length of its 
whalebone.  

"Yes," I answered, snapping the spring of the locket which hung from my watch-
chain, and holding up the little vignette of Flora.  

"Curse you!" he yelled, springing out of his seat, with his very beard bristling 
with passion. "What is your happiness to me? What have I to do with her that you must 
dangle her photograph before my eyes?" I almost thought that he was about to strike me 
in the frenzy of his rage, but with another imprecation he dashed open the door of the 
cabin and rushed out upon deck, leaving me considerably astonished at his extraordinary 
violence. It is the first time that he has ever shown me anything but courtesy and 
kindness. I can hear him pacing excitedly up and down overhead as I write these lines.  

I should like to give a sketch of the character of this man, but it seems 
presumptuous to attempt such a thing upon paper, when the idea in my own mind is at 
best a vague and uncertain one. Several times I have thought that I grasped the clue 
which might explain it, but only to be disappointed by his presenting himself in some 
new light which would upset all my conclusions. It may be that no human eye but my 
own shall ever rest upon these lines, yet as a psychological study I shall attempt to leave 
some record of Captain Nicholas Craigie.  

A man's outer case generally gives some indication of the soul within. The 
Captain is tall and well-formed, with dark, handsome face, and a curious way of 
twitching his limbs, which may arise from nervousness, or be simply an outcome of his 
excessive energy. His jaw and whole cast of countenance is manly and resolute, but the 
eyes are the distinctive feature of his face. They are of the very darkest hazel, bright and 
eager, with a singular mixture of recklessness in their expression, and of something else 
which I have sometimes thought was more allied with horror than any other emotion. 
Generally the former predominated, but on occasions, and more particularly when he was 
thoughtfully inclined, the look of fear would spread and deepen until it imparted a new 
character to his whole countenance. It is at these times that he is most subject to 
tempestuous fits of anger, and he seems to be aware of it, for I have known him lock 
himself up so that no one might approach him until his dark hour was passed. He sleeps 



badly, and I have heard him shouting during the night, but his cabin is some little distance 
from mine, and I could never distinguish the words which he said.  

This is one phase of his character, and the most disagreeable one. It is only 
through my close association with him, thrown together as we are day after day, that I 
have observed it. Otherwise he is an agreeable companion, well-read and entertaining, 
and as gallant a seaman as ever trod a deck. I shall not easily forget the way in which he 
handled the ship when we were caught by a gale among the loose ice at the beginning of 
April. I have never seen him so cheerful, and even hilarious, as he was that night, as he 
paced backwards and forwards upon the bridge amid the flashing of the lightning and the 
howling of the wind. He has told me several times that the thought of death was a 
pleasant one to him, which is a sad thing for a young man to say; he cannot be much 
more than thirty, though his hair and moustache are already slightly grizzled. Some great 
sorrow must have overtaken him and blighted his whole life. Perhaps I should be the 
same if I lost my Flora-- God knows! I think if it were not for her that I should care very 
little whether the wind blew from the north or the south to-morrow.  

There, I hear him come down the companion, and he has locked himself up in his 
room, which shows that he is still in an unamiable mood. And so to bed, as old Pepys 
would say, for the candle is burning down (we have to use them now since the nights are 
closing in), and the steward has turned in, so there are no hopes of another one.  

September 12th.--Calm, clear day, and still lying in the same position. What wind 
there is comes from the south-east, but it is very slight. Captain is in a better humour, and 
apologised to me at breakfast for his rudeness. He still looks somewhat distrait, however, 
and retains that wild look in his eyes which in a Highlander would mean that he was 
"fey"--at least so our chief engineer remarked to me, and he has some reputation among 
the Celtic portion of our crew as a seer and expounder of omens.  

It is strange that superstition should have obtained such mastery over this hard-
headed and practical race. I could not have believed to what an extent it is carried had I 
not observed it for myself. We have had a perfect epidemic of it this voyage, until I have 
felt inclined to serve out rations of sedatives and nerve- tonics with the Saturday 
allowance of grog. The first symptom of it was that shortly after leaving Shetland the 
men at the wheel used to complain that they heard plaintive cries and screams in the wake 
of the ship, as if something were following it and were unable to overtake it. This fiction 
has been kept up during the whole voyage, and on dark nights at the beginning of the 
seal-fishing it was only with great difficulty that men could be induced to do their spell. 
No doubt what they heard was either the creaking of the rudder-chains, or the cry of some 
passing sea-bird. I have been fetched out of bed several times to listen to it, but I need 
hardly say that I was never able to distinguish anything unnatural.  

The men, however, are so absurdly positive upon the subject that it is hopeless to 
argue with them. I mentioned the matter to the Captain once, but to my surprise he took it 
very gravely, and indeed appeared to be considerably disturbed by what I told him. I 
should have thought that he at least would have been above such vulgar delusions.  



All this disquisition upon superstition leads me up to the fact that Mr. Manson, 
our second mate, saw a ghost last night--or, at least, says that he did, which of course is 
the same thing. It is quite refreshing to have some new topic of conversation after the 
eternal routine of bears and whales which has served us for so many months. Manson 
swears the ship is haunted, and that he would not stay in her a day if he had any other 
place to go to. Indeed the fellow is honestly frightened, and I had to give him some 
chloral and bromide of potassium this morning to steady him down. He seemed quite 
indignant when I suggested that he had been having an extra glass the night before, and I 
was obliged to pacify him by keeping as grave a countenance as possible during his story, 
which he certainly narrated in a very straight-forward and matter- of-fact way.  

"I was on the bridge," he said, "about four bells in the middle watch, just when the 
night was at its darkest. There was a bit of a moon, but the clouds were blowing across it 
so that you couldn't see far from the ship. John M`Leod, the harpooner, came aft from the 
foc'sle-head and reported a strange noise on the starboard bow.  

I went forrard and we both heard it, sometimes like a bairn crying and sometimes 
like a wench in pain. I've been seventeen years to the country and I never heard seal, old 
or young, make a sound like that. As we were standing there on the foc'sle-head the moon 
came out from behind a cloud, and we both saw a sort of white figure moving across the 
ice field in the same direction that we had heard the cries. We lost sight of it for a while, 
but it came back on the port bow, and we could just make it out like a shadow on the ice. 
I sent a hand aft for the rifles, and M`Leod and I went down on to the pack, thinking that 
maybe it might be a bear. When we got on the ice I lost sight of M`Leod, but I pushed on 
in the direction where I could still hear the cries. I followed them for a mile or maybe 
more, and then running round a hummock I came right on to the top of it standing and 
waiting for me seemingly. I don't know what it was. It wasn't a bear any way. It was tall 
and white and straight, and if it wasn't a man nor a woman, I'll stake my davy it was 
something worse. I made for the ship as hard as I could run, and precious glad I was to 
find myself aboard. I signed articles to do my duty by the ship, and on the ship I'll stay, 
but you don't catch me on the ice again after sundown."  

That is his story, given as far as I can in his own words. I fancy what he saw must, 
in spite of his denial, have been a young bear erect upon its hind legs, an attitude which 
they often assume when alarmed. In the uncertain light this would bear a resemblance to 
a human figure, especially to a man whose nerves were already somewhat shaken. 
Whatever it may have been, the occurrence is unfortunate, for it has produced a most 
unpleasant effect upon the crew. Their looks are more sullen than before, and their 
discontent more open. The double grievance of being debarred from the herring fishing 
and of being detained in what they choose to call a haunted vessel, may lead them to do 
something rash. Even the harpooners, who are the oldest and steadiest among them, are 
joining in the general agitation.  

Apart from this absurd outbreak of superstition, things are looking rather more 
cheerful. The pack which was forming to the south of us has partly cleared away, and the 
water is so warm as to lead me to believe that we are lying in one of those branches of the 



gulf- stream which run up between Greenland and Spitzbergen. There are numerous 
small Medusse and sealemons about the ship, with abundance of shrimps, so that there is 
every possibility of "fish" being sighted. Indeed one was seen blowing about dinner-time, 
but in such a position that it was impossible for the boats to follow it.  

September 13th.--Had an interesting conversation with the chief mate, Mr. Milne, 
upon the bridge. It seems that our Captain is as great an enigma to the seamen, and even 
to the owners of the vessel, as he has been to me. Mr. Milne tells me that when the ship is 
paid off, upon returning from a voyage, Captain Craigie disappears, and is not seen again 
until the approach of another season, when he walks quietly into the office of the 
company, and asks whether his services will be required. He has no friend in Dundee, nor 
does any one pretend to be acquainted with his early history. His position depends 
entirely upon his skill as a seaman, and the name for courage and coolness which he had 
earned in the capacity of mate, before being entrusted with a separate command. The 
unanimous opinion seems to be that he is not a Scotchman, and that his name is an 
assumed one. Mr. Milne thinks that he has devoted himself to whaling simply for the 
reason that it is the most dangerous occupation which he could select, and that he courts 
death in every possible manner. He mentioned several instances of this, one of which is 
rather curious, if true. It seems that on one occasion he did not put in an appearance at the 
office, and a substitute had to be selected in his place. That was at the time of the last 
Russian and Turkish war. When he turned up again next spring he had a puckered wound 
in the side of his neck which he used to endeavour to conceal with his cravat. Whether 
the mate's inference that he had been engaged in the war is true or not I cannot say. It was 
certainly a strange coincidence.  

The wind is veering round in an easterly direction, but is still very slight. I think 
the ice is lying closer than it did yesterday. As far as the eye can reach on every side there 
is one wide expanse of spotless white, only broken by an occasional rift or the dark 
shadow of a hummock. To the south there is the narrow lane of blue water which is our 
sole means of escape, and which is closing up every day. The Captain is taking a heavy 
responsibility upon himself. I hear that the tank of potatoes has been finished, and even 
the biscuits are running short, but he preserves the same impassible countenance, and 
spends the greater part of the day at the crow's nest, sweeping the horizon with his glass. 
His manner is very variable, and he seems to avoid my society, but there has been no 
repetition of the violence which he showed the other night.  

7.30 P.M.--My deliberate opinion is that we are commanded by a madman. 
Nothing else can account for the extraordinary vagaries of Captain Craigie. It is fortunate 
that I have kept this journal of our voyage, as it will serve to justify us in case we have to 
put him under any sort of restraint, a step which I should only consent to as a last 
resource. Curiously enough it was he himself who suggested lunacy and not mere 
eccentricity as the secret of his strange conduct. He was standing upon the bridge about 
an hour ago, peering as usual through his glass, while I was walking up and down the 
quarterdeck. The majority of the men were below at their tea, for the watches have not 
been regularly kept of late. Tired of walking, I leaned against the bulwarks, and admired 
the mellow glow cast by the sinking sun upon the great ice fields which surround us. I 



was suddenly aroused from the reverie into which I had fallen by a hoarse voice at my 
elbow, and starting round I found that the Captain had descended and was standing by my 
side. He was staring out over the ice with an expression in which horror, surprise, and 
something approaching to joy were contending for the mastery. In spite of the cold, great 
drops of perspiration were coursing down his forehead, and he was evidently fearfully 
excited.  

His limbs twitched like those of a man upon the verge of an epileptic fit, and the 
lines about his mouth were drawn and hard.  

"Look!" he gasped, seizing me by the wrist, but still keeping his eyes upon the 
distant ice, and moving his head slowly in a horizontal direction, as if following some 
object which was moving across the field of vision. "Look! There, man, there! Between 
the hummocks! Now coming out from behind the far one! You see her--you MUST see 
her! There still! Flying from me, by God, flying from me--and gone!"  

He uttered the last two words in a whisper of concentrated agony which shall 
never fade from my remembrance. Clinging to the ratlines he endeavoured to climb up 
upon the top of the bulwarks as if in the hope of obtaining a last glance at the departing 
object. His strength was not equal to the attempt, however, and he staggered back against 
the saloon skylights, where he leaned panting and exhausted. His face was so livid that I 
expected him to become unconscious, so lost no time in leading him down the 
companion, and stretching him upon one of the sofas in the cabin. I then poured him out 
some brandy, which I held to his lips, and which had a wonderful effect upon him, 
bringing the blood back into his white face and steadying his poor shaking limbs. He 
raised himself up upon his elbow, and looking round to see that we were alone, he 
beckoned to me to come and sit beside him.  

"You saw it, didn't you?" he asked, still in the same subdued awesome tone so 
foreign to the nature of the man.  

"No, I saw nothing."  

His head sank back again upon the cushions. "No, he wouldn't without the glass," 
he murmured. "He couldn't. It was the glass that showed her to me, and then the eyes of 
love--the eyes of love.  

I say, Doc, don't let the steward in! He'll think I'm mad. Just bolt the door, will 
you!"  

I rose and did what he had commanded.  

He lay quiet for a while, lost in thought apparently, and then raised himself up 
upon his elbow again, and asked for some more brandy.  



"You don't think I am, do you, Doc?" he asked, as I was putting the bottle 
back into the after-locker. "Tell me now, as man to man, do you think that I am 
mad?"  

"I think you have something on your mind," I answered, "which is exciting you 
and doing you a good deal of harm."  

"Right there, lad!" he cried, his eyes sparkling from the effects of the brandy. 
"Plenty on my mind--plenty! But I can work out the latitude and the longitude, and I can 
handle my sextant and manage my logarithms. You couldn't prove me mad in a court of 
law, could you, now?" It was curious to hear the man lying back and coolly arguing out 
the question of his own sanity.  

"Perhaps not," I said; "but still I think you would be wise to get home as soon as 
you can, and settle down to a quiet life for a while."  

"Get home, eh?" he muttered, with a sneer upon his face. "One word for me and 
two for yourself, lad. Settle down with Flora--pretty little Flora. Are bad dreams signs of 
madness?"  

"Sometimes," I answered.  

"What else? What would be the first symptoms?"  

"Pains in the head, noises in the ears flashes before the eyes, delusions"----  

"Ah! what about them?" he interrupted. "What would you call a delusion?"  

"Seeing a thing which is not there is a delusion."  

"But she WAS there!" he groaned to himself. "She WAS there!" and rising, he 
unbolted the door and walked with slow and uncertain steps to his own cabin, where I 
have no doubt that he will remain until to-morrow morning. His system seems to have 
received a terrible shock, whatever it may have been that he imagined himself to have 
seen. The man becomes a greater mystery every day, though I fear that the solution which 
he has himself suggested is the correct one, and that his reason is affected. I do not think 
that a guilty conscience has anything to do with his behaviour. The idea is a popular one 
among the officers, and, I believe, the crew; but I have seen nothing to support it. He has 
not the air of a guilty man, but of one who has had terrible usage at the hands of fortune, 
and who should be regarded as a martyr rather than a criminal.  

The wind is veering round to the south to-night. God help us if it blocks that 
narrow pass which is our only road to safety! Situated as we are on the edge of the main 
Arctic pack, or the "barrier" as it is called by the whalers, any wind from the north has the 
effect of shredding out the ice around us and allowing our escape, while a wind from the 



south blows up all the loose ice behind us and hems us in between two packs. God help 
us, I say again!  

September 14th.--Sunday, and a day of rest. My fears have been confirmed, and 
the thin strip of blue water has disappeared from the southward. Nothing but the great 
motionless ice fields around us, with their weird hummocks and fantastic pinnacles. 
There is a deathly silence over their wide expanse which is horrible. No lapping of the 
waves now, no cries of seagulls or straining of sails, but one deep universal silence in 
which the murmurs of the seamen, and the creak of their boots upon the white shining 
deck, seem discordant and out of place. Our only visitor was an Arctic fox, a rare animal 
upon the pack, though common enough upon the land. He did not come near the ship, 
however, but after surveying us from a distance fled rapidly across the ice. This was 
curious conduct, as they generally know nothing of man, and being of an inquisitive 
nature, become so familiar that they are easily captured. Incredible as it may seem, even 
this little incident produced a bad effect upon the crew. "Yon puir beastie kens mair, ay, 
an' sees mair nor you nor me!" was the comment of one of the leading harpooners, and 
the others nodded their acquiescence. It is vain to attempt to argue against such puerile 
superstition. They have made up their minds that there is a curse upon the ship, and 
nothing will ever persuade them to the contrary.  

The Captain remained in seclusion all day except for about half an hour in the 
afternoon, when he came out upon the quarterdeck. I observed that he kept his eye fixed 
upon the spot where the vision of yesterday had appeared, and was quite prepared for 
another outburst, but none such came. He did not seem to see me although I was standing 
close beside him. Divine service was read as usual by the chief engineer. It is a curious 
thing that in whaling vessels the Church of England Prayer-book is always employed, 
although there is never a member of that Church among either officers or crew. Our men 
are all Roman Catholics or Presbyterians, the former predominating. Since a ritual is used 
which is foreign to both, neither can complain that the other is preferred to them, and they 
listen with all attention and devotion, so that the system has something to recommend it.  

A glorious sunset, which made the great fields of ice look like a lake of blood. I 
have never seen a finer and at the same time more weird effect. Wind is veering round. If 
it will blow twenty-four hours from the north all will yet be well.  

September 15th.--To-day is Flora's birthday. Dear lass! it is well that she cannot 
see her boy, as she used to call me, shut up among the ice fields with a crazy captain and 
a few weeks' provisions. No doubt she scans the shipping list in the Scotsman every 
morning to see if we are reported from Shetland. I have to set an example to the men and 
look cheery and unconcerned; but God knows, my heart is very heavy at times.  

The thermometer is at nineteen Fahrenheit to-day. There is but little wind, and 
what there is comes from an unfavourable quarter. Captain is in an excellent humour; I 
think he imagines he has seen some other omen or vision, poor fellow, during the night, 
for he came into my room early in the morning, and stooping down over my bunk, 
whispered, "It wasn't a delusion, Doc; it's all right!" After breakfast he asked me to find 



out how much food was left, which the second mate and I proceeded to do. It is even less 
than we had expected. Forward they have half a tank full of biscuits, three barrels of salt 
meat, and a very limited supply of coffee beans and sugar. In the after-hold and lockers 
there are a good many luxuries, such as tinned salmon, soups, haricot mutton, &c., but 
they will go a very short way among a crew of fifty men. There are two barrels of flour in 
the store-room, and an unlimited supply of tobacco. Altogether there is about enough to 
keep the men on half rations for eighteen or twenty days--certainly not more. When we 
reported the state of things to the Captain, he ordered all hands to be piped, and addressed 
them from the quarterdeck. I never saw him to better advantage. With his tall, well-knit 
figure, and dark animated face, he seemed a man born to command, and he discussed the 
situation in a cool sailor-like way which showed that while appreciating the danger he 
had an eye for every loophole of escape.  

"My lads," he said, "no doubt you think I brought you into this fix, if it is a fix, 
and maybe some of you feel bitter against me on account of it. But you must remember 
that for many a season no ship that comes to the country has brought in as much oil-
money as the old Pole-Star, and every one of you has had his share of it. You can leave 
your wives behind you in comfort while other poor fellows come back to find their lasses 
on the parish. If you have to thank me for the one you have to thank me for the other, and 
we may call it quits. We've tried a bold venture before this and succeeded, so now that 
we've tried one and failed we've no cause to cry out about it. If the worst comes to the 
worst, we can make the land across the ice, and lay in a stock of seals which will keep us 
alive until the spring. It won't come to that, though, for you'll see the Scotch coast again 
before three weeks are out. At present every man must go on half rations, share and share 
alike, and no favour to any. Keep up your hearts and you'll pull through this as you've 
pulled through many a danger before." These few simple words of his had a wonderful 
effect upon the crew. His former unpopularity was forgotten, and the old harpooner 
whom I have already mentioned for his superstition, led off three cheers, which were 
heartily joined in by all hands.  

September 16th.--The wind has veered round to the north during the night, and the 
ice shows some symptoms of opening out. The men are in a good humour in spite of the 
short allowance upon which they have been placed. Steam is kept up in the engine-room, 
that there may be no delay should an opportunity for escape present itself. The Captain is 
in exuberant spirits, though he still retains that wild "fey" expression which I have 
already remarked upon. This burst of cheerfulness puzzles me more than his former 
gloom. I cannot understand it. I think I mentioned in an early part of this journal that one 
of his oddities is that he never permits any person to enter his cabin, but insists upon 
making his own bed, such as it is, and performing every other office for himself. To my 
surprise he handed me the key to-day and requested me to go down there and take the 
time by his chronometer while he measured the altitude of the sun at noon. It is a bare 
little room, containing a washing-stand and a few books, but little else in the way of 
luxury, except some pictures upon the walls. The majority of these are small cheap 
oleographs, but there was one water-colour sketch of the head of a young lady which 
arrested my attention. It was evidently a portrait, and not one of those fancy types of 
female beauty which sailors particularly affect. No artist could have evolved from his 



own mind such a curious mixture of character and weakness. The languid, dreamy eyes, 
with their drooping lashes, and the broad, low brow, unruffled by thought or care, were in 
strong contrast with the clean-cut, prominent jaw, and the resolute set of the lower lip. 
Underneath it in one of the corners was written, "M. B., aet. 19." That any one in the 
short space of nineteen years of existence could develop such strength of will as was 
stamped upon her face seemed to me at the time to be well-nigh incredible. She must 
have been an extraordinary woman. Her features have thrown such a glamour over me 
that, though I had but a fleeting glance at them, I could, were I a draughtsman, reproduce 
them line for line upon this page of the journal. I wonder what part she has played in our 
Captain's life. He has hung her picture at the end of his berth, so that his eyes continually 
rest upon it. Were he a less reserved man I should make some remark upon the subject. 
Of the other things in his cabin there was nothing worthy of mention--uniform coats, a 
camp- stool, small looking-glass, tobacco-box, and numerous pipes, including an oriental 
hookah--which, by-the-bye, gives some colour to Mr. Milne's story about his 
participation in the war, though the connection may seem rather a distant one.  

11.20 P.M.--Captain just gone to bed after a long and interesting conversation on 
general topics. When he chooses he can be a most fascinating companion, being 
remarkably well-read, and having the power of expressing his opinion forcibly without 
appearing to be dogmatic. I hate to have my intellectual toes trod upon. He spoke about 
the nature of the soul, and sketched out the views of Aristotle and Plato upon the subject 
in a masterly manner. He seems to have a leaning for metempsychosis and the doctrines 
of Pythagoras. In discussing them we touched upon modern spiritualism, and I made 
some joking allusion to the impostures of Slade, upon which, to my surprise, he warned 
me most impressively against confusing the innocent with the guilty, and argued that it 
would be as logical to brand Christianity as an error because Judas, who professed that 
religion, was a villain. He shortly afterwards bade me good-night and retired to his room.  

The wind is freshening up, and blows steadily from the north. The nights are as 
dark now as they are in England. I hope to-morrow may set us free from our frozen 
fetters.  

September 17th.--The Bogie again. Thank Heaven that I have strong nerves! The 
superstition of these poor fellows, and the circumstantial accounts which they give, with 
the utmost earnestness and self-conviction, would horrify any man not accustomed to 
their ways. There are many versions of the matter, but the sum-total of them all is that 
something uncanny has been flitting round the ship all night, and that Sandie M`Donald 
of Peterhead and "lang" Peter Williamson of Shetland saw it, as also did Mr. Milne on the 
bridge--so, having three witnesses, they can make a better case of it than the second mate 
did. I spoke to Milne after breakfast, and told him that he should be above such nonsense, 
and that as an officer he ought to set the men a better example. He shook his 
weatherbeaten head ominously, but answered with characteristic caution, "Mebbe aye, 
mebbe na, Doctor," he said; "I didna ca' it a ghaist. I canna' say I preen my faith in sea-
bogles an' the like, though there's a mony as claims to ha' seen a' that and waur. I'm no 
easy feared, but maybe your ain bluid would run a bit cauld, mun, if instead o' speerin' 
aboot it in daylicht ye were wi' me last night, an' seed an awfu' like shape, white an' 



gruesome, whiles here, whiles there, an' it greetin' and ca'ing in the darkness like a bit 
lambie that hae lost its mither. Ye would na' be sae ready to put it a' doon to auld wives' 
clavers then, I'm thinkin'." I saw it was hopeless to reason with him, so contented myself 
with begging him as a personal favour to call me up the next time the spectre appeared--a 
request to which he acceded with many ejaculations expressive of his hopes that such an 
opportunity might never arise.  

As I had hoped, the white desert behind us has become broken by many thin streaks of 
water which intersect it in all directions. Our latitude to-day was 80 degrees 52' N., which 
shows that there is a strong southerly drift upon the pack. Should the wind continue 
favourable it will break up as rapidly as it formed. At present we can do nothing but 
smoke and wait and hope for the best. I am rapidly becoming a fatalist. When dealing 
with such uncertain factors as wind and ice a man can be nothing else. Perhaps it was the 
wind and sand of the Arabian deserts which gave the minds of the original followers of 
Mahomet their tendency to bow to kismet.  

These spectral alarms have a very bad effect upon the Captain. I feared that it 
might excite his sensitive mind, and endeavoured to conceal the absurd story from him, 
but unfortunately he overheard one of the men making an allusion to it, and insisted upon 
being informed about it. As I had expected, it brought out all his latent lunacy in an 
exaggerated form. I can hardly believe that this is the same man who discoursed 
philosophy last night with the most critical acumen and coolest judgment. He is pacing 
backwards and forwards upon the quarterdeck like a caged tiger, stopping now and again 
to throw out his hands with a yearning gesture, and stare impatiently out over the ice. He 
keeps up a continual mutter to himself, and once he called out, "But a little time, love--
but a little time!" Poor fellow, it is sad to see a gallant seaman and accomplished 
gentleman reduced to such a pass, and to think that imagination and delusion can cow a 
mind to which real danger was but the salt of life. Was ever a man in such a position as I, 
between a demented captain and a ghost-seeing mate? I sometimes think I am the only 
really sane man aboard the vessel--except perhaps the second engineer, who is a kind of 
ruminant, and would care nothing for all the fiends in the Red Sea so long as they would 
leave him alone and not disarrange his tools.  

The ice is still opening rapidly, and there is every probability of our being able to 
make a start to-morrow morning. They will think I am inventing when I tell them at home 
all the strange things that have befallen me.  

12 P.M.--I have been a good deal startled, though I feel steadier now, thanks to a 
stiff glass of brandy. I am hardly myself yet, however, as this handwriting will testify. 
The fact is, that I have gone through a very strange experience, and am beginning to 
doubt whether I was justified in branding every one on board as madmen because they 
professed to have seen things which did not seem reasonable to my understanding. 
Pshaw! I am a fool to let such a trifle unnerve me; and yet, coming as it does after all 
these alarms, it has an additional significance, for I cannot doubt either Mr. Manson's 
story or that of the mate, now that I have experienced that which I used formerly to scoff 
at.  



After all it was nothing very alarming--a mere sound, and that was all. I cannot 
expect that any one reading this, if any one ever should read it, will sympathise with my 
feelings, or realise the effect which it produced upon me at the time. Supper was over, 
and I had gone on deck to have a quiet pipe before turning in. The night was very dark--
so dark that, standing under the quarter-boat, I was unable to see the officer upon the 
bridge. I think I have already mentioned the extraordinary silence which prevails in these 
frozen seas. In other parts of the world, be they ever so barren, there is some slight 
vibration of the air--some faint hum, be it from the distant haunts of men, or from the 
leaves of the trees, or the wings of the birds, or even the faint rustle of the grass that 
covers the ground. One may not actively perceive the sound, and yet if it were withdrawn 
it would be missed. It is only here in these Arctic seas that stark, unfathomable stillness 
obtrudes itself upon you in all its gruesome reality. You find your tympanum straining to 
catch some little murmur, and dwelling eagerly upon every accidental sound within the 
vessel. In this state I was leaning against the bulwarks when there arose from the ice 
almost directly underneath me a cry, sharp and shrill, upon the silent air of the night, 
beginning, as it seemed to me, at a note such as prima donna never reached, and 
mounting from that ever higher and higher until it culminated in a long wail of agony, 
which might have been the last cry of a lost soul. The ghastly scream is still ringing in my 
ears. Grief, unutterable grief, seemed to be expressed in it, and a great longing, and yet 
through it all there was an occasional wild note of exultation. It shrilled out from close 
beside me, and yet as I glared into the darkness I could discern nothing. I waited some 
little time, but without hearing any repetition of the sound, so I came below, more shaken 
than I have ever been in my life before. As I came down the companion I met Mr. Milne 
coming up to relieve the watch. "Weel, Doctor," he said, "maybe that's auld wives' 
clavers tae? Did ye no hear it skirling? Maybe that's a supersteetion? What d'ye think o't 
noo?" I was obliged to apologise to the honest fellow, and acknowledge that I was as 
puzzled by it as he was. Perhaps to- morrow things may look different. At present I dare 
hardly write all that I think. Reading it again in days to come, when I have shaken off all 
these associations, I should despise myself for having been so weak.  

September 18th.--Passed a restless and uneasy night, still haunted by that strange 
sound. The Captain does not look as if he had had much repose either, for his face is 
haggard and his eyes bloodshot. I have not told him of my adventure of last night, nor 
shall I. He is already restless and excited, standing up, sitting down, and apparently 
utterly unable to keep still.  

A fine lead appeared in the pack this morning, as I had expected, and we were 
able to cast off our ice-anchor, and steam about twelve miles in a west-sou'-westerly 
direction. We were then brought to a halt by a great floe as massive as any which we 
have left behind us. It bars our progress completely, so we can do nothing but anchor 
again and wait until it breaks up, which it will probably do within twenty-four hours, if 
the wind holds. Several bladder-nosed seals were seen swimming in the water, and one 
was shot, an immense creature more than eleven feet long. They are fierce, pugnacious 
animals, and are said to be more than a match for a bear. Fortunately they are slow and 
clumsy in their movements, so that there is little danger in attacking them upon the ice.  



The Captain evidently does not think we have seen the last of our troubles, though 
why he should take a gloomy view of the situation is more than I can fathom, since every 
one else on board considers that we have had a miraculous escape, and are sure now to 
reach the open sea.  

"I suppose you think it's all right now, Doctor?" he said, as we sat together after 
dinner.  

"I hope so," I answered.  

"We mustn't be too sure--and yet no doubt you are right. We'll all be in the arms 
of our own true loves before long, lad, won't we? But we mustn't be too sure--we mustn't 
be too sure."  

He sat silent a little, swinging his leg thoughtfully backwards and forwards. 
"Look here," he continued; "it's a dangerous place this, even at its best--a treacherous, 
dangerous place. I have known men cut off very suddenly in a land like this. A slip would 
do it sometimes--a single slip, and down you go through a crack, and only a bubble on 
the green water to show where it was that you sank. It's a queer thing," he continued with 
a nervous laugh, "but all the years I've been in this country I never once thought of 
making a will--not that I have anything to leave in particular, but still when a man is 
exposed to danger he should have everything arranged and ready--don't you think so?"  

"Certainly," I answered, wondering what on earth he was driving at.  

"He feels better for knowing it's all settled," he went on. "Now if anything should 
ever befall me, I hope that you will look after things for me. There is very little in the 
cabin, but such as it is I should like it to be sold, and the money divided in the same 
proportion as the oil-money among the crew. The chronometer I wish you to keep 
yourself as some slight remembrance of our voyage. Of course all this is a mere 
precaution, but I thought I would take the opportunity of speaking to you about it. I 
suppose I might rely upon you if there were any necessity?"  

"Most assuredly," I answered; "and since you are taking this step, I may as well"-- 

"You! you!" he interrupted. "YOU'RE all right. What the devil is the matter with 
YOU? There, I didn't mean to be peppery, but I don't like to hear a young fellow, that has 
hardly began life, speculating about death. Go up on deck and get some fresh air into 
your lungs instead of talking nonsense in the cabin, and encouraging me to do the same."  

The more I think of this conversation of ours the less do I like it. Why should the 
man be settling his affairs at the very time when we seem to be emerging from all 
danger? There must be some method in his madness. Can it be that he contemplates 
suicide? I remember that upon one occasion he spoke in a deeply reverent manner of the 
heinousness of the crime of self-destruction. I shall keep my eye upon him, however, and 



though I cannot obtrude upon the privacy of his cabin, I shall at least make a point of 
remaining on deck as long as he stays up.  

Mr. Milne pooh-poohs my fears, and says it is only the "skipper's little way." He 
himself takes a very rosy view of the situation. According to him we shall be out of the 
ice by the day after to- morrow, pass Jan Meyen two days after that, and sight Shetland in 
little more than a week. I hope he may not be too sanguine. His opinion may be fairly 
balanced against the gloomy precautions of the Captain, for he is an old and experienced 
seaman, and weighs his words well before uttering them.  

. . . . . .  

The long-impending catastrophe has come at last. I hardly know what to write 
about it. The Captain is gone. He may come back to us again alive, but I fear me--I fear 
me. It is now seven o'clock of the morning of the 19th of September. I have spent the 
whole night traversing the great ice-floe in front of us with a party of seamen in the hope 
of coming upon some trace of him, but in vain. I shall try to give some account of the 
circumstances which attended upon his disappearance. Should any one ever chance to 
read the words which I put down, I trust they will remember that I do not write from 
conjecture or from hearsay, but that I, a sane and educated man, am describing accurately 
what actually occurred before my very eyes. My inferences are my own, but I shall be 
answerable for the facts.  

The Captain remained in excellent spirits after the conversation which I have 
recorded. He appeared to be nervous and impatient, however, frequently changing his 
position, and moving his limbs in an aimless choreic way which is characteristic of him at 
times. In a quarter of an hour he went upon deck seven times, only to descend after a few 
hurried paces. I followed him each time, for there was something about his face which 
confirmed my resolution of not letting him out of my sight. He seemed to observe the 
effect which his movements had produced, for he endeavoured by an over-done hilarity, 
laughing boisterously at the very smallest of jokes, to quiet my apprehensions.  

After supper he went on to the poop once more, and I with him. The night was 
dark and very still, save for the melancholy soughing of the wind among the spars. A 
thick cloud was coming up from the northwest, and the ragged tentacles which it threw 
out in front of it were drifting across the face of the moon, which only shone now and 
again through a rift in the wrack. The Captain paced rapidly backwards and forwards, and 
then seeing me still dogging him, he came across and hinted that he thought I should be 
better below--which, I need hardly say, had the effect of strengthening my resolution to 
remain on deck.  

I think he forgot about my presence after this, for he stood silently leaning over 
the taffrail, and peering out across the great desert of snow, part of which lay in shadow, 
while part glittered mistily in the moonlight. Several times I could see by his movements 
that he was referring to his watch, and once he muttered a short sentence, of which I 
could only catch the one word "ready." I confess to having felt an eerie feeling creeping 



over me as I watched the loom of his tall figure through the darkness, and noted how 
completely he fulfilled the idea of a man who is keeping a tryst. A tryst with whom? 
Some vague perception began to dawn upon me as I pieced one fact with another, but I 
was utterly unprepared for the sequel.  

By the sudden intensity of his attitude I felt that he saw something. I crept up 
behind him. He was staring with an eager questioning gaze at what seemed to be a wreath 
of mist, blown swiftly in a line with the ship. It was a dim, nebulous body, devoid of 
shape, sometimes more, sometimes less apparent, as the light fell on it. The moon was 
dimmed in its brilliancy at the moment by a canopy of thinnest cloud, like the coating of 
an anemone.  

"Coming, lass, coming," cried the skipper, in a voice of unfathomable tenderness 
and compassion, like one who soothes a beloved one by some favour long looked for, and 
as pleasant to bestow as to receive.  

What followed happened in an instant. I had no power to interfere.  

He gave one spring to the top of the bulwarks, and another which took him on to 
the ice, almost to the feet of the pale misty figure. He held out his hands as if to clasp it, 
and so ran into the darkness with outstretched arms and loving words. I still stood rigid 
and motionless, straining my eyes after his retreating form, until his voice died away in 
the distance. I never thought to see him again, but at that moment the moon shone out 
brilliantly through a chink in the cloudy heaven, and illuminated the great field of ice. 
Then I saw his dark figure already a very long way off, running with prodigious speed 
across the frozen plain. That was the last glimpse which we caught of him--perhaps the 
last we ever shall. A party was organised to follow him, and I accompanied them, but the 
men's hearts were not in the work, and nothing was found. Another will be formed within 
a few hours. I can hardly believe I have not been dreaming, or suffering from some 
hideous nightmare, as I write these things down.  

7.30 P.M.--Just returned dead beat and utterly tired out from a second 
unsuccessful search for the Captain. The floe is of enormous extent, for though we have 
traversed at least twenty miles of its surface, there has been no sign of its coming to an 
end. The frost has been so severe of late that the overlying snow is frozen as hard as 
granite, otherwise we might have had the footsteps to guide us. The crew are anxious that 
we should cast off and steam round the floe and so to the southward, for the ice has 
opened up during the night, and the sea is visible upon the horizon. They argue that 
Captain Craigie is certainly dead, and that we are all risking our lives to no purpose by 
remaining when we have an opportunity of escape. Mr. Milne and I have had the greatest 
difficulty in persuading them to wait until to-morrow night, and have been compelled to 
promise that we will not under any circumstances delay our departure longer than that. 
We propose therefore to take a few hours' sleep, and then to start upon a final search.  

September 20th, evening.--I crossed the ice this morning with a party of men 
exploring the southern part of the floe, while Mr. Milne went off in a northerly direction. 



We pushed on for ten or twelve miles without seeing a trace of any living thing except a 
single bird, which fluttered a great way over our heads, and which by its flight I should 
judge to have been a falcon. The southern extremity of the ice field tapered away into a 
long narrow spit which projected out into the sea. When we came to the base of this 
promontory, the men halted, but I begged them to continue to the extreme end of it, that 
we might have the satisfaction of knowing that no possible chance had been neglected.  

We had hardly gone a hundred yards before M`Donald of Peterhead cried out that 
he saw something in front of us, and began to run. We all got a glimpse of it and ran too. 
At first it was only a vague darkness against the white ice, but as we raced along together 
it took the shape of a man, and eventually of the man of whom we were in search. He was 
lying face downwards upon a frozen bank. Many little crystals of ice and feathers of 
snow had drifted on to him as he lay, and sparkled upon his dark seaman's jacket. As we 
came up some wandering puff of wind caught these tiny flakes in its vortex, and they 
whirled up into the air, partially descended again, and then, caught once more in the 
current, sped rapidly away in the direction of the sea. To my eyes it seemed but a snow-
drift, but many of my companions averred that it started up in the shape of a woman, 
stooped over the corpse and kissed it, and then hurried away across the floe. I have 
learned never to ridicule any man's opinion, however strange it may seem. Sure it is that 
Captain Nicholas Craigie had met with no painful end, for there was a bright smile upon 
his blue pinched features, and his hands were still outstretched as though grasping at the 
strange visitor which had summoned him away into the dim world that lies beyond the 
grave.  

We buried him the same afternoon with the ship's ensign around him, and a thirty-
two pound shot at his feet. I read the burial service, while the rough sailors wept like 
children, for there were many who owed much to his kind heart, and who showed now 
the affection which his strange ways had repelled during his lifetime. He went off the 
grating with a dull, sullen splash, and as I looked into the green water I saw him go down, 
down, down until he was but a little flickering patch of white hanging upon the outskirts 
of eternal darkness. Then even that faded away, and he was gone. There he shall lie, with 
his secret and his sorrows and his mystery all still buried in his breast, until that great day 
when the sea shall give up its dead, and Nicholas Craigie come out from among the ice 
with the smile upon his face, and his stiffened arms outstretched in greeting. I pray that 
his lot may be a happier one in that life than it has been in this.  

I shall not continue my journal. Our road to home lies plain and clear before us, 
and the great ice field will soon be but a remembrance of the past. It will be some time 
before I get over the shock produced by recent events. When I began this record of our 
voyage I little thought of how I should be compelled to finish it. I am writing these final 
words in the lonely cabin, still starting at times and fancying I hear the quick nervous step 
of the dead man upon the deck above me. I entered his cabin to-night, as was my duty, to 
make a list of his effects in order that they might be entered in the official log. All was as 
it had been upon my previous visit, save that the picture which I have described as having 
hung at the end of his bed had been cut out of its frame, as with a knife, and was gone. 



With this last link in a strange chain of evidence I close my diary of the voyage of the 
Pole-Star.  

[NOTE by Dr. John M'Alister Ray, senior.--I have read over the strange events connected 
with the death of the Captain of the Pole-Star, as narrated in the journal of my son. That 
everything occurred exactly as he describes it I have the fullest confidence, and, indeed, 
the most positive certainty, for I know him to be a strong-nerved and unimaginative man, 
with the strictest regard for veracity. Still, the story is, on the face of it, so vague and so 
improbable, that I was long opposed to its publication. Within the last few days, however, 
I have had independent testimony upon the subject which throws a new light upon it. I 
had run down to Edinburgh to attend a meeting of the British Medical Association, when 
I chanced to come across Dr. P----, an old college chum of mine, now practising at 
Saltash, in Devonshire. Upon my telling him of this experience of my son's, he declared to 
me that he was familiar with the man, and proceeded, to my no small surprise, to give me 
a description of him, which tallied remarkably well with that given in the journal, except 
that he depicted him as a younger man. According to his account, he had been engaged 
to a young lady of singular beauty residing upon the Cornish coast. During his absence 
at sea his betrothed had died under circumstances of peculiar horror.]  

 

The next story could be subtitled, “An Explanation of the Marie Celeste”. Doyle gives a 
logically plotted answer to that famous mystery. But more than just giving an explanation 
he creates a fascinating story of hatred and mystery. Nothing less could we expect from 
the man who wrote all those Sherlock Holmes tales about secret societies. 

F. HABAKUK JEPHSON'S STATEMENT 

IN the month of December in the year 1873, the British ship Dei Gratia steered 
into Gibraltar, having in tow the derelict brigantine Marie Celeste, which had been picked 
up in latitude 38o 40', longitude 17o 15' W. There were several circumstances in 
connection with the condition and appearance of this abandoned vessel which excited 
considerable comment at the time, and aroused a curiosity which has never been satisfied. 
What these circumstances were was summed up in an able article which appeared in the 
Gibraltar Gazette. The curious can find it in the issue for January 4, 1874, unless my 
memory deceives me. For the benefit of those, however, who may be unable to refer to 
the paper in question, I shall subjoin a few extracts which touch upon the leading features 
of the case.  

     "We have ourselves," says the anonymous writer in the Gazette, "been over the 
derelict Marie Celeste, and have closely questioned the officers of the Dei Gratia on 
every point which might throw light on the affair. They are of opinion that she had been 
abandoned several days, or perhaps weeks, before being picked up. The official log, 
which was found in the cabin, states that the vessel sailed from Boston to Lisbon, starting 
upon October 16. It is, however, most imperfectly kept, and affords little information. 
There is no reference to rough weather, and, indeed, the state of the vessel's paint and 



rigging excludes the idea that she was abandoned for any such reason. She is perfectly 
watertight. No signs of a struggle or of violence are to be detected, and there is absolutely 
nothing to account for the disappearance of the crew. There are several indications that a 
lady was present on board, a sewing-machine being found in the cabin and some articles 
of female attire. These probably belonged to the captain's wife, who is mentioned in the 
log as having accompanied her husband. As an instance of the mildness of the weather, it 
may be remarked that a bobbin of silk was found standing upon the sewing-machine, 
though the least roll of the vessel would have precipitated it to the floor. The boats were 
intact and slung upon the davits; and the cargo, consisting of tallow and American clocks, 
was untouched. An old-fashioned sword of curious workmanship was discovered among 
some lumber in the forecastle, and this weapon is said to exhibit a longitudinal striation 
on the steel, as if it had been recently wiped. It has been placed in the hands of the police, 
and submitted to Dr. Monaghan, the analyst, for inspection. The result of his examination 
has not yet been published. We may remark, in conclusion, that Captain Dalton, of the 
Dei Gratia, an able and intelligent seaman, is of opinion that the Marie Celeste may have 
been abandoned a considerable distance from the spot at which she was picked up, since 
a powerful current runs up in that latitude from the African coast. He confesses his 
inability, however, to advance any hypothesis which can reconcile all the facts of the 
case. In the utter absence of a clue or grain of evidence, it is to be feared that the fate of 
the crew of the Marie Celeste will be added to those numerous mysteries of the deep 
which will never be solved until the great day when the sea shall give up its dead. If 
crime has been committed, as is much to be suspected, there is little hope of bringing the 
perpetrators to justice."  

     I shall supplement this extract from the Gibraltar Gazette by quoting a telegram 
from Boston, which went the round of the English papers, and represented the total 
amount of information which had been collected about the Marie Celeste. "She was," it 
said, "a brigantine of 170 tons burden, and belonged to White, Russell & White, wine 
importers, of this city. Captain J. W. Tibbs was an old servant of the firm, and was a man 
of known ability and tried probity. He was accompanied by his wife, aged thirty-one, and 
their youngest child, five years old. The crew consisted of seven hands, including two 
coloured seamen, and a boy. There were three passengers, one of whom was the well-
known Brooklyn specialist on consumption, Dr. Habakuk Jephson, who was a 
distinguished advocate for Abolition in the early days of the movement, and whose 
pamphlet, entitled "Where is thy Brother?" exercised a strong influence on public opinion 
before the war. The other passengers were Mr. J. Harton, a writer in the employ of the 
firm, and Mr. Septimius Goring, a half-caste gentleman, from New Orleans. All 
investigations have failed to throw any light upon the fate of these fourteen human 
beings. The loss of Dr. Jephson will be felt both in political and scientific circles."  

     I have here epitomised, for the benefit of the public, all that has been hitherto 
known concerning the Marie Celeste and her crew, for the past ten years have not in any 
way helped to elucidate the mystery. I have now taken up my pen with the intention of 
telling all that I know of the ill-fated voyage. I consider that it is a duty which I owe to 
society, for symptoms which I am familiar with in others lead me to believe that before 
many months my tongue and hand may be alike incapable of conveying information. Let 



me remark, as a preface to my narrative, that I am Joseph Habakuk Jephson, Doctor of 
Medicine of the University of Harvard, and ex-Consulting Physician of the Samaritan 
Hospital of Brooklyn.  

     Many will doubtless wonder why I have not proclaimed myself before, and why I 
have suffered so many conjectures and surmises to pass unchallenged. Could the ends of 
justice have been served in any way by my revealing the facts in my possession I should 
unhesitatingly have done so. It seemed to me, however, that there was no possibility of 
such a result; and when I attempted, after the occurrence, to state my case to an English 
official, I was met with such offensive incredulity that I determined never again to expose 
myself to the chance of such an indignity. I can excuse the discourtesy of the Liverpool 
magistrate, however, when I reflect upon the treatment which I received at the hands of 
my own relatives, who, though they knew my unimpeachable character, listened to my 
statement with an indulgent smile as if humouring the delusion of a monomaniac. This 
slur upon my veracity led to a quarrel between myself and John Vanburger, the brother of 
my wife, and confirmed me in my resolution to let the matter sink into oblivion -- a 
determination which I have only altered through my son's solicitations. In order to make 
my narrative intelligible, I must run lightly over one or two incidents in my former life 
which throw light upon subsequent events.  

     My father, William K. Jephson, was a preacher of the sect called Plymouth 
Brethren, and was one of the most respected citizens of Lowell. Like most of the other 
Puritans of New England, he was a determined opponent to slavery, and it was from his 
lips that I received those lessons which tinged every action of my life. While I was 
studying medicine at Harvard University, I had already made a mark as an advanced 
Abolitionist; and when, after taking my degree, I bought a third share of the practice of 
Dr. Willis, of Brooklyn, I managed, in spite of my professional duties, to devote a 
considerable time to the cause which I had at heart, my pamphlet, "Where is thy 
Brother?" (Swarburgh, Lister & Co., 1859) attracting considerable attention.  

    When the war broke out I left Brooklyn and accompanied the 113th New York 
Regiment through the campaign. I was present at the second battle of Bull's Run and at 
the battle of Gettysburg. Finally, I was severely wounded at Antietam, and would 
probably have perished on the field had it not been for the kindness of a gentleman 
named Murray, who had me carried to his house and provided me with every comfort. 
Thanks to his charity, and to the nursing which I received from his black domestics, I was 
soon able to get about the plantation with the help of a stick. It was during this period of 
convalescence that an incident occurred which is closely connected with my story.  

     Among the most assiduous of the negresses who had watched my couch during 
my illness there was one old crone who appeared to exert considerable authority over the 
others. She was exceedingly attentive to me, and I gathered from the few words that 
passed between us that she had heard of me, and that she was grateful to me for 
championing her oppressed race.  



     One day as I was sitting alone in the verandah, basking in the sun, and debating 
whether I should rejoin Grant's army, I was surprised to see this old creature hobbling 
towards me. After looking cautiously around to see that we were alone, she fumbled in 
the front of her dress and produced a small chamois leather bag which was hung round 
her neck by a white cord.  

     "Massa," she said, bending down and croaking the words into my ear, "me die 
soon. Me very old woman. Not stay long on Massa Murray's plantation."  

     "You may live a long time yet, Martha," I answered. "You know I am a doctor. 
If you feel ill let me know about it, and I will try to cure you."  

     "No wish to live -- wish to die. I'm gwine to join the heavenly host." Here she 
relapsed into one of those half-heathenish rhapsodies in which negroes indulge. "But, 
massa, me have one thing must leave behind me when I go. No able to take it with me 
across the Jordan. That one thing very precious, more precious and more holy than all 
thing else in the world. Me, a poor old black woman, have this because my people, very 
great people, 'spose they was back in the old country. But you cannot understand this 
same as black folk could. My fader give it me, and his fader give it him, but now who 
shall I give it to? Poor Martha hab no child, no relation, nobody. All round I see black 
man very bad man. Black woman very stupid woman. Nobody worthy of the stone. And 
so I say, Here is Massa Jephson who write books and fight for coloured folk -- he must be 
good man, and he shall have it though he is white man, and nebber can know what it 
mean or where it came from." Here the old woman fumbled in the chamois leather bag 
and pulled out a flattish black stone with a hole through the middle of it. "Here, take it," 
she said, pressing it into my hand; "take it. No harm nebber come from anything good. 
Keep it safe -- nebber lose it!" and with a warning gesture the old crone hobbled away in 
the same cautious way as she had come, looking from side to side to see if we had been 
observed.  

    I was more amused than impressed by the old woman's earnestness, and was 
only prevented from laughing during her oration by the fear of hurting her feelings. When 
she was gone I took a good look at the stone which she had given me. It was intensely 
black, of extreme hardness, and oval in shape -- just such a flat stone as one would pick 
up on the seashore if one wished to throw a long way. It was about three inches long, and 
an inch and a half broad at the middle, but rounded off at the extremities. The most 
curious part about it were several well-marked ridges which ran in semicircles over its 
surface, and gave it exactly the appearance of a human ear. Altogether I was rather 
interested in my new possession, and determined to submit it, as a geological specimen, 
to my friend Professor Shroeder of the New York Institute, upon the earliest opportunity. 
In the meantime I thrust it into my pocket, and rising from my chair started off for a short 
stroll in the shrubbery, dismissing the incident from my mind.  

     As my wound had nearly healed by this time, I took my leave of Mr. Murray 
shortly afterwards. The Union armies were everywhere victorious and converging on 
Richmond, so that my assistance seemed unnecessary, and I returned to Brooklyn. There 



I resumed my practice, and married the second daughter of Josiah Vanburger, the well-
known wood engraver. In the course of a few years I built up a good connection and 
acquired considerable reputation in the treatment of pulmonary complaints. I still kept the 
old black stone in my pocket, and frequently told the story of the dramatic way in which I 
had become possessed of it. I also kept my resolution of showing it to Professor 
Shroeder, who was much interested both by the anecdote and the specimen. He 
pronounced it to be a piece of meteoric stone, and drew my attention to the fact that its 
resemblance to an ear was not accidental, but that it was most carefully worked into that 
shape. A dozen little anatomical points showed that the worker had been as accurate as he 
was skilful. "I should not wonder," said the Professor, "if it were broken off from some 
larger statue, though how such hard material could be so perfectly worked is more than I 
can understand. If there is a statue to correspond I should like to see it!" So I thought at 
the time, but I have changed my opinion since.  

     The next seven or eight years of my life were quiet and uneventful. Summer 
followed spring, and spring followed winter, without any variation in my duties. As the 
practice increased I admitted J. S. Jackson as partner, he to have one-fourth of the profits. 
The continued strain had told upon my constitution, however, and I became at last so 
unwell that my wife insisted upon my consulting Dr. Kavanagh Smith, who was my 
colleague at the Samaritan Hospital. That gentleman examined me, and pronounced the 
apex of my left lung to be in a state of consolidation, recommending me at the same time 
to go through a course of medical treatment and to take a long sea-voyage.  

     My own disposition, which is naturally restless, predisposed me strongly in 
favour of the latter piece of advice, and the matter was clinched by my meeting young 
Russell, of the firm of White, Russell & White, who offered me a passage in one of his 
father's ships, the Marie Celeste, which was just starting from Boston. "She is a snug little 
ship," he said, "and Tibbs, the captain, is an excellent fellow. There is nothing like a 
sailing ship for an invalid." I was very much of the same opinion myself, so I closed with 
the offer on the spot.  

    My original plan was that my wife should accompany me on my travels. She has 
always been a very poor sailor, however, and there were strong family reasons against her 
exposing herself to any risk at the time, so we determined that she should remain at 
home. I am not a religious or an effusive man; but oh, thank God for that! As to leaving 
my practice, I was easily reconciled to it, as Jackson, my partner, was a reliable and hard-
working man.  

     I arrived in Boston on October 12, 1873, and proceeded immediately to the office 
of the firm in order to thank them for their courtesy. As I was sitting in the counting-
house waiting until they should be at liberty to see me, the words Marie Celeste suddenly 
attracted my attention. I looked round and saw a very tall, gaunt man, who was leaning 
across the polished mahogany counter asking some questions of the clerk at the other 
side. His face was turned half towards me, and I could see that he had a strong dash of 
negro blood in him, being probably a quadroon or even nearer akin to the black. His 
curved aquiline nose and straight lank hair showed the white strain; but the dark restless 



eye, sensuous mouth, and gleaming teeth all told of his African origin. His complexion 
was of a sickly, unhealthy yellow, and as his face was deeply pitted with small-pox, the 
general impression was so unfavourable as to be almost revolting. When he spoke, 
however, it was in a soft, melodious voice, and in well-chosen words, and he was 
evidently a man of some education.  

     "I wished to ask a few questions about the Marie Celeste," he repeated, leaning 
across to the clerk. "She sails the day after to-morrow, does she not?"  

     "Yes, sir," said the young clerk, awed into unusual politeness by the glimmer of 
a large diamond in the stranger's shirt front.  

     "Where is she bound for?"  

     "Lisbon."  

     "How many of a crew?"  

     "Seven, sir."  

     "Passengers?"  

     "Yes, two. One of our young gentlemen, and a doctor from New York."  

     "No gentleman from the South?" asked the stranger eagerly.  

     "No, none, sir."  

     "Is there room for another passenger?"  

"Accommodation for three more," answered the clerk.  

     "I'll go," said the quadroon decisively; "I'll go, I'll engage my passage at once. 
Put it down, will you -- Mr. Septimius Goring, of New Orleans."  

     The clerk filled up a form and handed it over to the stranger, pointing to a blank 
space at the bottom. As Mr. Goring stooped over to sign it I was horrified to observe that 
the fingers of his right hand had been lopped off, and that he was holding the pen 
between his thumb and the palm. I have seen thousands slain in battle, and assisted at 
every conceivable surgical operation, but I cannot recall any sight which gave me such a 
thrill of disgust as that great brown sponge-like hand with the single member protruding 
from it. He used it skilfully enough, however, for, dashing off his signature, he nodded to 
the clerk and strolled out of the office just as Mr. White sent out word that he was ready 
to receive me.  



     I went down to the Marie Celeste that evening, and looked over my berth, which 
was extremely comfortable considering the small size of the vessel. Mr. Goring, whom I 
had seen in the morning, was to have the one next mine. Opposite was the captain's cabin 
and a small berth for Mr. John Harton, a gentleman who was going out in the interests of 
the firm. These little rooms were arranged on each side of the passage which led from the 
main-deck to the saloon. The latter was a comfortable room, the panelling tastefully done 
in oak and mahogany, with a rich Brussels carpet and luxurious settees. I was very much 
pleased with the accommodation, and also with Tibbs the captain, a bluff, sailor-like 
fellow, with a loud voice and hearty manner, who welcomed me to the ship with effusion, 
and insisted upon our splitting a bottle of wine in his cabin. He told me that he intended 
to take his wife and youngest child with him on the voyage, and that he hoped with good 
luck to make Lisbon in three weeks. We had a pleasant chat and parted the best of 
friends, he warning me to make the last of my preparations next morning, as he intended 
to make a start by the midday tide, having now shipped all his cargo. I went back to my 
hotel, where I found a letter from my wife awaiting me, and, after a refreshing night's 
sleep, returned to the boat in the morning. From this point I am able to quote from the 
journal which I kept in order to vary the monotony of the long sea-voyage. If it is 
somewhat bald in places I can at least rely upon its accuracy in details, as it was written 
conscientiously from day to day.  

     October 16. -- Cast off our warps at half-past two and were towed out into the 
bay, where the tug left us, and with all sail set we bowled along at about nine knots an 
hour. I stood upon the poop watching the low land of America sinking gradually upon the 
horizon until the evening haze hid it from my sight. A single red light, however, 
continued to blaze balefully behind us, throwing a long track like a trail of blood upon the 
water, and it is still visible as I write, though reduced to a mere speck. The Captain is in a 
bad humour, for two of his hands disappointed him at the last moment, and he was 
compelled to ship a couple of negroes who happened to be on the quay. The missing men 
were steady, reliable fellows, who had been with him several voyages, and their non-
appearance puzzled as well as irritated him. Where a crew of seven men have to work a 
fair-sized ship the loss of two experienced seamen is a serious one, for though the 
negroes may take a spell at the wheel or swab the decks, they are of little or no use in 
rough weather. Our cook is also a black man, and Mr. Septimius Goring has a little darkie 
servant, so that we are rather a piebald community. The accountant, John Harton, 
promises to be an acquisition, for he is a cheery, amusing young fellow. Strange how 
little wealth has to do with happiness! He has all the world before him and is seeking his 
fortune in a far land, yet he is as transparently happy as a man can be. Goring is rich, if I 
am not mistaken, and so am I; but I know that I have a lung, and Goring has some deeper 
trouble still, to judge by his features. How poorly do we both contrast with the careless, 
penniless clerk!  

     October 17. -- Mrs. Tibbs appeared upon deck for the first time this morning -- a 
cheerful, energetic woman, with a dear little child just able to walk and prattle. Young 
Harton pounced on it at once, and carried it away to his cabin, where no doubt he will lay 
the seeds of future dyspepsia in the child's stomach. Thus medicine doth make cynics of 
us all! The weather is still all that could be desired, with a fine fresh breeze from the 



west-sou'-west. The vessel goes so steadily that you would hardly know that she was 
moving were it not for the creaking of the cordage, the bellying of the sails, and the long 
white furrow in our wake. Walked the quarter-deck all morning with the Captain, and I 
think the keen fresh air has already done my breathing good, for the exercise did not 
fatigue me in any way. Tibbs is a remarkably intelligent man, and we had an interesting 
argument about Maury's observations on ocean currents, which we terminated by going 
down into his cabin to consult the original work. There we found Goring, rather to the 
Captain's surprise, as it is not usual for passengers to enter that sanctum unless specially 
invited. He apologised for his intrusion, however, pleading his ignorance of the usages of 
ship life; and the good-natured sailor simply laughed at the incident, begging him to 
remain and favour us with his company. Goring pointed to the chronometers, the case of 
which he had opened, and remarked that he had been admiring them. He has evidently 
some practical knowledge of mathematical instruments, as he told at a glance which was 
the most trustworthy of the three, and also named their price within a few dollars. He had 
a discussion with the Captain too upon the variation of the compass, and when we came 
back to the ocean currents he showed a thorough grasp of the subject. Altogether he 
rather improves upon acquaintance, and is a man of decided culture and refinement. His 
voice harmonises with his conversation, and both are the very antithesis of his face and 
figure.  

    The noonday observation shows that we have run two hundred and twenty miles. 
Towards evening the breeze freshened up, and the first mate ordered reefs to be taken in 
the topsails and top-gallant sails in expectation of a windy night. I observe that the 
barometer has fallen to twenty-nine. I trust our voyage will not be a rough one, as I am a 
poor sailor, and my health would probably derive more harm than good from a stormy 
trip, though I have the greatest confidence in the Captain's seamanship and in the 
soundness of the vessel. Played cribbage with Mrs. Tibbs after supper, and Harton gave 
us a couple of tunes on the violin.  

     October 18. -- The gloomy prognostications of last night were not fulfilled, as the 
wind died away again, and we are lying now in a long greasy swell, ruffled here and there 
by a fleeting catspaw which is insufficient to fill the sails. The air is colder than it was 
yesterday, and I have put on one of the thick woollen jerseys which my wife knitted for 
me. Harton came into my cabin in the morning, and we had a cigar together. He says that 
he remembers having seen Goring in Cleveland, Ohio, in '69. He was, it appears, a 
mystery then as now, wandering about without any visible employment, and extremely 
reticent on his own affairs. The man interests me as a psychological study. At breakfast 
this morning I suddenly had that vague feeling of uneasiness which comes over some 
people when closely stared at, and, looking quickly up, I met his eyes bent upon me with 
an intensity which amounted to ferocity, though their expression instantly softened as he 
made some conventional remark upon the weather. Curiously enough, Harton says that he 
had a very similar experience yesterday upon deck. I observe that Goring frequently talks 
to the coloured seamen as he strolls about -- a trait which I rather admire, as it is common 
to find half-breeds ignore their dark strain and treat their black kinsfolk with greater 
intolerance than a white man would do. His little page is devoted to him, apparently, 
which speaks well for his treatment of him. Altogether, the man is a curious mixture of 



incongruous qualities, and unless I am deceived in him will give me food for observation 
during the voyage.  

     The Captain is grumbling about his chronometers, which do not register exactly 
the same time. He says it is the first time that they have ever disagreed. We were unable 
to get a noonday observation on account of the haze. By dead reckoning, we have done 
about a hundred and seventy miles in the twenty-four hours. The dark seamen have 
proved, as the skipper prophesied, to be very inferior hands, but as they can both manage 
the wheel well they are kept steering, and so leave the more experienced men to work the 
ship. These details are trivial enough, but a small thing serves as food for gossip aboard 
ship. The appearance of a whale in the evening caused quite a flutter among us. From its 
sharp back and forked tail, I should pronounce it to have been a rorqual, or "finner," as 
they are called by the fishermen.  

     October 19. -- Wind was cold, so I prudently remained in my cabin all day, only 
creeping out for dinner. Lying in my bunk I can, without moving, reach my books, pipes, 
or anything else I may want, which is one advantage of a small apartment. My old wound 
began to ache a little to-day, probably from the cold. Read "Montaigne's Essays" and 
nursed myself. Harton came in in the afternoon with Doddy, the Captain's child, and the 
skipper himself followed, so that I held quite a reception.  

     October 20 and 21. -- Still cold, with a continual drizzle of rain, and I have not 
been able to leave the cabin. This confinement makes me feel weak and depressed. 
Goring came in to see me, but his company did not tend to cheer me up much, as he 
hardly uttered a word, but contented himself with staring at me in a peculiar and rather 
irritating manner. He then got up and stole out of the cabin without saying anything. I am 
beginning to suspect that the man is a lunatic. I think I mentioned that his cabin is next to 
mine. The two are simply divided by a thin wooden partition which is cracked in many 
places, some of the cracks being so large that I can hardly avoid, as I lie in my bunk, 
observing his motions in the adjoining room. Without any wish to play the spy, I see him 
continually stooping over what appears to be a chart and working with a pencil and 
compasses. I have remarked the interest he displays in matters connected with navigation, 
but I am surprised that he should take the trouble to work out the course of the ship. 
However, it is a harmless amusement enough, and no doubt he verifies his results by 
those of the Captain.  

     I wish the man did not run in my thoughts so much. I had a nightmare on the 
night of the 20th, in which I thought my bunk was a coffin, that I was laid out in it, and 
that Goring was endeavouring to nail up the lid, which I was frantically pushing away. 
Even when I woke up, I could hardly persuade myself that I was not in a coffin. As a 
medical man, I know that a nightmare is simply a vascular derangement of the cerebral 
hemispheres, and yet in my weak state I cannot shake off the morbid impression which it 
produces.  

     October 22. -- A fine day, with hardly a cloud in the sky, and a fresh breeze from 
the sou'-west which wafts us gaily on our way. There has evidently been some heavy 



weather near us, as there is a tremendous swell on, and the ship lurches until the end of 
the fore-yard nearly touches the water. Had a refreshing walk up and down the quarter-
deck, though I have hardly found my sea-legs yet. Several small birds -- chaffinches, I 
think -- perched in the rigging.  

     4.40 P.M. -- While I was on deck this morning I heard a sudden explosion from 
the direction of my cabin, and, hurrying down, found that I had very nearly met with a 
serious accident. Goring was cleaning a revolver, it seems, in his cabin, when one of the 
barrels which he thought was unloaded went off. The ball passed through the side 
partition and imbedded itself in the bulwarks in the exact place where my head usually 
rests. I have been under fire too often to magnify trifles, but there is no doubt that if I had 
been in the bunk it must have killed me. Goring, poor fellow, did not know that I had 
gone on deck that day, and must therefore have felt terribly frightened. I never saw such 
emotion in a man's face as when, on rushing out of his cabin with the smoking pistol in 
his hand, he met me face to face as I came down from deck. Of course, he was profuse in 
his apologies, though I simply laughed at the incident.  

     11 P.M. -- A misfortune has occurred so unexpected and so horrible that my 
little escape of the morning dwindles into insignificance. Mrs. Tibbs and her child have 
disappeared -- utterly and entirely disappeared. I can hardly compose myself to write the 
sad details. About half-past eight Tibbs rushed into my cabin with a very white face and 
asked me if I had seen his wife. I answered that I had not. He then ran wildly into the 
saloon and began groping about for any trace of her, while I followed him, endeavouring 
vainly to persuade him that his fears were ridiculous. We hunted over the ship for an hour 
and a half without coming on any sign of the missing woman or child. Poor Tibbs lost his 
voice completely from calling her name. Even the sailors, who are generally stolid 
enough, were deeply affected by the sight of him as he roamed bareheaded and 
dishevelled about the deck, searching with feverish anxiety the most impossible places, 
and returning to them again and again with a piteous pertinacity. The last time she was 
seen was about seven o'clock, when she took Doddy on to the poop to give him a breath 
of fresh air before putting him to bed. There was no one there at the time except the black 
seaman at the wheel, who denies having seen her at all. The whole affair is wrapped in 
mystery. My own theory is that while Mrs. Tibbs was holding the child and standing near 
the bulwarks it gave a spring and fell overboard, and that in her convulsive attempt to 
catch or save it, she followed it. I cannot account for the double disappearance in any 
other way. It is quite feasible that such a tragedy should be enacted without the 
knowledge of the man at the wheel, since it was dark at the time, and the peaked 
skylights of the saloon screen the greater part of the quarter-deck. Whatever the truth may 
be it is a terrible catastrophe, and has cast the darkest gloom upon our voyage. The mate 
has put the ship about, but of course there is not the slightest hope of picking them up. 
The Captain is lying in a state of stupor in his cabin. I gave him a powerful dose of opium 
in his coffee that for a few hours at least his anguish may be deadened.  

     October 23. -- Woke with a vague feeling of heaviness and misfortune, but it 
was not until a few moments' reflection that I was able to recall our loss of the night 
before. When I came on deck I saw the poor skipper standing gazing back at the waste of 



waters behind us which contains everything dear to him upon earth. I attempted to speak 
to him, but he turned brusquely away, and began pacing the deck with his head sunk upon 
his breast. Even now, when the truth is so clear, he cannot pass a boat or an unbent sail 
without peering under it. He looks ten years older than he did yesterday morning. Harton 
is terribly cut up, for he was fond of little Doddy, and Goring seems sorry too. At least he 
has shut himself up in his cabin all day, and when I got a casual glance at him his head 
was resting on his two hands as if in a melancholy reverie. I fear we are about as dismal a 
crew as ever sailed. How shocked my wife will be to hear of our disaster! The swell has 
gone down now, and we are doing about eight knots with all sail set and a nice little 
breeze. Hyson is practically in command of the ship, as Tibbs, though he does his best to 
bear up and keep a brave front, is incapable of applying himself to serious work.  

     October 24. -- Is the ship accursed? Was there ever a voyage which began so 
fairly and which changed so disastrously? Tibbs shot himself through the head during the 
night. I was awakened about three o'clock in the morning by an explosion, and 
immediately sprang out of bed and rushed into the Captain's cabin to find out the cause, 
though with a terrible presentiment in my heart. Quickly as I went, Goring went more 
quickly still, for he was already in the cabin stooping over the dead body of the Captain. 
It was a hideous sight, for the whole front of his face was blown in, and the little room 
was swimming in blood. The pistol was lying beside him on the floor, just as it had 
dropped from his hand. He had evidently put it to his mouth before pulling the trigger. 
Goring and I picked him reverently up and laid him on his bed. The crew had all 
clustered into his cabin, and the six white men were deeply grieved, for they were old 
hands who had sailed with him many years. There were dark looks and murmurs among 
them too, and one of them openly declared that the ship was haunted. Harton helped to 
lay the poor skipper out, and we did him up in canvas between us. At twelve o'clock the 
foreyard was hauled aback, and we committed his body to the deep, Goring reading the 
Church of England burial service. The breeze has freshened up, and we have done ten 
knots all day and sometimes twelve. The sooner we reach Lisbon and get away from this 
accursed ship the better pleased shall I be. I feel as though we were in a floating coffin. 
Little wonder that the poor sailors are superstitious when I, an educated man, feel it so 
strongly.  

     October 25. -- Made a good run all day. Feel listless and depressed.  

     October 26. -- Goring, Harton, and I had a chat together on deck in the morning. 
Harton tried to draw Goring out as to his profession, and his object in going to Europe, 
but the quadroon parried all his questions and gave us no information. Indeed, he seemed 
to be slightly offended by Harton's pertinacity, and went down into his cabin. I wonder 
why we should both take such an interest in this man! I suppose it is his striking 
appearance, coupled with his apparent wealth, which piques our curiosity. Harton has a 
theory that he is really a detective, that he is after some criminal who has got away to 
Portugal, and that he chooses this peculiar way of travelling that he may arrive unnoticed 
and pounce upon his quarry unawares. I think the supposition is rather a far-fetched one, 
but Harton bases it upon a book which Goring left on deck, and which he picked up and 
glanced over. It was a sort of scrap-book it seems, and contained a large number of 



newspaper cuttings. All these cuttings related to murders which had been committed at 
various times in the States during the last twenty years or so. The curious thing which 
Harton observed about them, however, was that they were invariably murders the authors 
of which had never been brought to justice. They varied in every detail, he says, as to the 
manner of execution and the social status of the victim, but they uniformly wound up 
with the same formula that the murderer was still at large, though, of course, the police 
had every reason to expect his speedy capture. Certainly the incident seems to support 
Harton's theory, though it may be a mere whim of Gorings, or, as I suggested to Harton, 
he may be collecting materials for a book which shall outvie De Quincey. In any case it is 
no business of ours.  

     October 27, 28. -- Wind still fair, and we are making good progress. Strange how 
easily a human unit may drop out of its place and be forgotten! Tibbs is hardly ever 
mentioned now; Hyson has taken possession of his cabin, and all goes on as before. Were 
it not for Mrs. Tibbs's sewing-machine upon a side-table we might forget that the 
unfortunate family had ever existed. Another accident occurred on board to-day, though 
fortunately not a very serious one. One of our white hands had gone down the afterhold 
to fetch up a spare coil of rope, when one of the hatches which he had removed came 
crashing down on the top of him. He saved his life by springing out of the way, but one 
of his feet was terribly crushed, and he will be of little use for the remainder of the 
voyage. He attributes the accident to the carelessness of his negro companion, who had 
helped him to shift the hatches. The latter, however, puts it down to the roll of the ship. 
Whatever be the cause, it reduces our shorthanded crew still further. This run of ill-luck 
seems to be depressing Harton, for he has lost his usual good spirits and joviality. Goring 
is the only one who preserves his cheerfulness. I see him still working at his chart in his 
own cabin. His nautical knowledge would be useful should anything happen to Hyson -- 
which God forbid!  

     October 29, 30. -- Still bowling along with a fresh breeze. All quiet and nothing 
of note to chronicle.  

     October 31. -- My weak lungs, combined with the exciting episodes of the 
voyage, have shaken my nervous system so much that the most trivial incident affects 
me. I can hardly believe that I am the same man who tied the external iliac artery, an 
operation requiring the nicest precision, under a heavy rifle fire at Antietam. I am as 
nervous as a child. I was lying half dozing last night about four bells in the middle watch 
trying in vain to drop into a refreshing sleep. There was no light inside my cabin, but a 
single ray of moonlight streamed in through the port hole, throwing a silvery flickering 
circle upon the door. As I lay I kept my drowsy eyes upon this circle, and was conscious 
that it was gradually becoming less well-defined as my senses left me, when I was 
suddenly recalled to full wakefulness by the appearance of a small dark object in the very 
centre of the luminous disc. I lay quietly and breathlessly watching it. Gradually it grew 
larger and plainer, and then I perceived that it was a human hand which had been 
cautiously inserted through the chink of the half-closed door -- a hand which, as I 
observed with a thrill of horror, was not provided with fingers. The door swung 
cautiously backwards, and Goring's head followed his hand. It appeared in the centre of 



the moonlight, and was framed as it were in a ghastly uncertain halo, against which his 
features showed out plainly. It seemed to me that I had never seen such an utterly 
fiendish and merciless expression upon a human face. His eyes were dilated and glaring, 
his lips drawn back so as to show his white fangs, and his straight black hair appeared to 
bristle over his low forehead like the hood of a cobra. The sudden and noiseless 
apparition had such an effect upon me that I sprang up in bed trembling in every limb, 
and held out my hand towards my revolver. I was heartily ashamed of my hastiness when 
he explained the object of his intrusion, as he immediately did in the most courteous 
language. He had been suffering from toothache, poor fellow! and had come in to beg 
some laudanum, knowing that I possessed a medicine chest.  

As to a sinister expression he is never a beauty, and what with my state of nervous 
tension and the effect of the shifting moonlight it was easy to conjure up something 
horrible. I gave him twenty drops, and he went off again with many expressions of 
gratitude. I can hardly say how much this trivial incident affected me. I have felt unstrung 
all day.  

     A week's record of our voyage is here omitted, as nothing eventful occurred 
during the time, and my log consists merely of a few pages of unimportant gossip.  

    November 7. -- Harton and I sat on the poop all the morning, for the weather is 
becoming very warm as we come into southern latitudes. We reckon that we have done 
two-thirds of our voyage. How glad we shall be to see the green banks of the Tagus, and 
leave this unlucky ship for ever! I was endeavouring to amuse Harton to-day and to while 
away the time by telling him some of the experiences of my past life. Among others I 
related to him how I came into the possession of my black stone, and as a finale I 
rummaged in the side pocket of my old shooting coat and produced the identical object in 
question. He and I were bending over it together, I pointing out to him the curious ridges 
upon its surface, when we were conscious of a shadow falling between us and the sun, 
and looking round saw Goring standing behind us glaring over our shoulders at the stone. 
For some reason or other he appeared to be powerfully excited, though he was evidently 
trying to control himself and to conceal his emotion. He pointed once or twice at my relic 
with his stubby thumb before he could recover himself sufficiently to ask what it was and 
how I obtained it -- a question put in such a brusque manner that I should have been 
offended had I not known the man to be an eccentric. I told him the story very much as I 
had told it to Harton. He listened with the deepest interest, and then asked me if I had any 
idea what the stone was. I said I had not, beyond that it was meteoric. He asked me if I 
had ever tried its effect upon a negro. I said I had not. "Come," said he, "we'll see what 
our black friend at the wheel thinks of it." He took the stone in his hand and went across 
to the sailor, and the two examined it carefully. I could see the man gesticulating and 
nodding his head excitedly as if making some assertion, while his face betrayed the 
utmost astonishment, mixed I think with some reverence. Goring came across the deck to 
us presently, still holding the stone in his hand. "He says it is a worthless, useless thing," 
he said, "and fit only to be chucked overboard," with which he raised his hand and would 
most certainly have made an end of my relic, had the black sailor behind him not rushed 
forward and seized him by the wrist. Finding himself secured Goring dropped the stone 



and turned away with a very bad grace to avoid my angry remonstrances at his breach of 
faith. The black picked up the stone and handed it to me with a low bow and every sign 
of profound respect. The whole affair is inexplicable. I am rapidly coming to the 
conclusion that Goring is a maniac or something very near one. When I compare the 
effect produced by the stone upon the sailor, however, with the respect shown to Martha 
on the plantation, and the surprise of Goring on its first production, I cannot but come to 
the conclusion that I have really got hold of some powerful talisman which appeals to the 
whole dark race. I must not trust it in Gorings hands again.  

     November 8, 9. -- What splendid weather we are having! Beyond one little blow, 
we have had nothing but fresh breezes the whole voyage. These two days we have made 
better runs than any hitherto. It is a pretty thing to watch the spray fly up from our prow 
as it cuts through the waves. The sun shines through it and breaks it up into a number of 
miniature rainbows -- "sun-dogs," the sailors call them. I stood on the fo'csle-head for 
several hours to-day watching the effect, and surrounded by a halo of prismatic colours. 
The steersman has evidently told the other blacks about my wonderful stone, for I am 
treated by them all with the greatest respect. Talking about optical phenomena, we had a 
curious one yesterday evening which was pointed out to me by Hyson. This was the 
appearance of a triangular well-defined object high up in the heavens to the north of us. 
He explained that it was exactly like the Peak of Teneriffe as seen from a great distance -
- the peak was, however, at that moment at least five hundred miles to the south. It may 
have been a cloud, or it may have been one of those strange reflections of which one 
reads. The weather is very warm. The mate says that he never knew it so warm in these 
latitudes. Played chess with Harton in the evening.  

     November 10. -- It is getting warmer and warmer. Some land birds came and 
perched in the rigging today, though we are still a considerable way from our destination. 
The heat is so great that we are too lazy to do anything but lounge about the decks and 
smoke. Goring came over to me to-day and asked me some more questions about my 
stone; but I answered him rather shortly, for I have not quite forgiven him yet for the cool 
way in which he attempted to deprive me of it.  

    November 11, 12. -- Still making good progress. I had no idea Portugal was 
ever as hot as this, but no doubt it is cooler on land. Hyson himself seemed surprised at 
it, and so do the men.  

     November 13. -- A most extraordinary event has happened, so extraordinary as to 
be almost inexplicable. Either Hyson has blundered wonderfully, or some magnetic 
influence has disturbed our instruments. Just about daybreak the watch on the fo'csle-
head shouted out that he heard the sound of surf ahead, and Hyson thought he saw the 
loom of land. The ship was put about, and, though no lights were seen, none of us 
doubted that we had struck the Portuguese coast a little sooner than we had expected. 
What was our surprise to see the scene which was revealed to us at break of day! As far 
as we could look on either side was one long line of surf, great, green billows rolling in 
and breaking into a cloud of foam. But behind the surf what was there! Not the green 
banks nor the high cliffs of the shores of Portugal, but a great sandy waste which 



stretched away and away until it blended with the skyline. To right and left, look where 
you would, there was nothing but yellow sand, heaped in some places into fantastic 
mounds, some of them several hundred feet high, while in other parts were long stretches 
as level apparently as a billiard board. Harton and I, who had come on deck together, 
looked at each other in astonishment, and Harton burst out laughing. Hyson is 
exceedingly mortified at the occurrence, and protests that the instruments have been 
tampered with. There is no doubt that this is the mainland of Africa, and that it was really 
the Peak of Teneriffe which we saw some days ago upon the northern horizon. At the 
time when we saw the land birds we must have been passing some of the Canary Islands. 
If we continued on the same course, we are now to the north of Cape Blanco, near the 
unexplored country which skirts the great Sahara. All we can do is to rectify our 
instruments as far as possible and start afresh for our destination.  

     8.30 P.M. -- Have been lying in a calm all day. The coast is now about a mile and 
a half from us. Hyson has examined the instruments, but cannot find any reason for their 
extraordinary deviation.  

     This is the end of my private journal, and I must make the remainder of my 
statement from memory. There is little chance of my being mistaken about facts which 
have seared themselves into my recollection.  

 

THAT very night the storm which had been brewing so long burst over us, and I 
came to learn whither all those little incidents were tending which I had recorded so 
aimlessly. Blind fool that I was not to have seen it sooner! I shall tell what occurred as 
precisely as I can.  

     I had gone into my cabin about half-past eleven, and was preparing to go to bed, 
when a tap came at my door. On opening it I saw Goring's little black page, who told me 
that his master would like to have a word with me on deck. I was rather surprised that he 
should want me at such a late hour, but I went up without hesitation. I had hardly put my 
foot on the quarter-deck before I was seized from behind, dragged down upon my back, 
and a handkerchief slipped round my mouth. I struggled as hard as I could, but a coil of 
rope was rapidly and firmly wound round me, and I found myself lashed to the davit of 
one of the boats, utterly powerless to do or say anything, while the point of a knife 
pressed to my throat warned me to cease my struggles. The night was so dark that I had 
been unable hitherto to recognise my assailants, but as my eyes became accustomed to 
the gloom, and the moon broke out through the clouds that obscured it, I made out that I 
was surrounded by the two negro sailors, the black cook, and my fellow-passenger 
Goring. Another man was crouching on the deck at my feet, but he was in the shadow 
and I could not recognise him.  

     All this occurred so rapidly that a minute could hardly have elapsed from the 
time I mounted the companion until I found myself gagged and powerless. It was so 
sudden that I could scarce bring myself to realise it, or to comprehend what it all meant. I 



heard the gang round me speaking in short, fierce whispers to each other, and some 
instinct told me that my life was the question at issue. Goring spoke authoritatively and 
angrily -- the others doggedly and all together, as if disputing his commands. Then they 
moved away in a body to the opposite side of the deck, where I could still hear them 
whispering, though they were concealed from my view by the saloon skylights.  

     All this time the voices of the watch on deck chatting and laughing at the other 
end of the ship were distinctly audible, and I could see them gathered in a group, little 
dreaming of the dark doings which were going on within thirty yards of them. Oh! that I 
could have given them one word of warning, even though I had lost my life in doing it I 
but it was impossible. The moon was shining fitfully through the scattered clouds, and I 
could see the silvery gleam of the surge, and beyond it the vast weird desert with its 
fantastic sand-hills. Glancing down, I saw that the man who had been crouching on the 
deck was still lying there, and as I gazed at him, a flickering ray of moonlight fell full 
upon his upturned face. Great Heaven! even now, when more than twelve years have 
elapsed, my hand trembles as I write that, in spite of distorted features and projecting 
eyes, I recognised the face of Harton, the cheery young clerk who had been my 
companion during the voyage. It needed no medical eye to see that he was quite dead, 
while the twisted handkerchief round the neck, and the gag in his mouth, showed the 
silent way in which the hell-hounds had done their work. The clue which explained every 
event of our voyage came upon me like a flash of light as I gazed on poor Harton's 
corpse. Much was dark and unexplained, but I felt a great dim perception of the truth.  

     I heard the striking of a match at the other side of the skylights, and then I saw 
the tall, gaunt figure of Goring standing up on the bulwarks and holding in his hands 
what appeared to be a dark lantern. He lowered this for a moment over the side of the 
ship, and, to my inexpressible astonishment, I saw it answered instantaneously by a flash 
among the sand-hills on shore, which came and went so rapidly, that unless I had been 
following the direction of Goring's gaze, I should never have detected it. Again he 
lowered the lantern, and again it was answered from the shore. He then stepped down 
from the bulwarks, and in doing so slipped, making such a noise, that for a moment my 
heart bounded with the thought that the attention of the watch would be directed to his 
proceedings. It was a vain hope. The night was calm and the ship motionless, so that no 
idea of duty kept them vigilant. Hyson, who after the death of Tibbs was in command of 
both watches, had gone below to snatch a few hours' sleep, and the boatswain who was 
left in charge was standing with the other two men at the foot of the foremast. Powerless, 
speechless, with the cords cutting into my flesh and the murdered man at my feet, I 
awaited the next act in the tragedy.  

    The four ruffians were standing up now at the other side of the deck. The cook 
was armed with some sort of a cleaver, the others had knives, and Goring had a revolver. 
They were all leaning against the rail and looking out over the water as if watching for 
something. I saw one of them grasp another's arm and point as if at some object, and 
following the direction I made out the loom of a large moving mass making towards the 
ship. As it emerged from the gloom I saw that it was a great canoe crammed with men 
and propelled by at least a score of paddles. As it shot under our stern the watch caught 



sight of it also, and raising a cry hurried aft. They were too late, however. A swarm of 
gigantic negroes clambered over the quarter, and led by Goring swept down the deck in 
an irresistible torrent. All opposition was overpowered in a moment, the unarmed watch 
were knocked over and bound, and the sleepers dragged out of their bunks and secured in 
the same manner. Hyson made an attempt to defend the narrow passage leading to his 
cabin, and I heard a scuffle, and his voice shouting for assistance. There was none to 
assist, however, and he was brought on to the poop with the blood streaming from a deep 
cut in his forehead. He was gagged like the others, and a council was held upon our fate 
by the negroes. I saw our black seamen pointing towards me and making some statement, 
which was received with murmurs of astonishment and incredulity by the savages. One of 
them then came over to me, and plunging his hand into my pocket took out my black 
stone and held it up. He then handed it to a man who appeared to be a chief, who 
examined it as minutely as the light would permit, and muttering a few words passed it 
on to the warrior beside him, who also scrutinised it and passed it on until it had gone 
from hand to hand round the whole circle. The chief then said a few words to Goring in 
the native tongue, on which the quadroon addressed me in English. At this moment I 
seem to see the scene. The tall masts of the ship with the moonlight streaming down, 
silvering the yards and bringing the network of cordage into hard relief; the group of 
dusky warriors leaning on their spears; the dead man at my feet; the line of white-faced 
prisoners, and in front of me the loathsome half-breed, looking in his white linen and 
elegant clothes a strange contrast to his associates.  

     "You will bear me witness," he said in his softest accents, "that I am no party to 
sparing your life. If it rested with me you would die as these other men are about to do. I 
have no personal grudge against either you or them, but I have devoted my life to the 
destruction of the white race, and you are the first that has ever been in my power and has 
escaped me. You may thank that stone of yours for your life. These poor fellows 
reverence it, and indeed if it really be what they think it is they have cause. Should it 
prove when we get ashore that they are mistaken, and that its shape and material is a mere 
chance, nothing can save your life. In the meantime we wish to treat you well, so if there 
are any of your possessions which you would like to take with you, you are at liberty to 
get them." As he finished he gave a sign, and a couple of the negroes unbound me, 
though without removing the gag. I was led down into the cabin, where I put a few 
valuables into my pockets, together with a pocket-compass and my journal of the voyage. 
They then pushed me over the side into a small canoe, which was lying beside the large 
one, and my guards followed me, and shoving off began paddling for the shore. We had 
got about a hundred yards or so from the ship when our steersman held up his hand, and 
the paddlers paused for a moment and listened. Then on the silence of the night I heard a 
sort of dull, moaning sound, followed by a succession of splashes in the water. That is all 
I know of the fate of my poor shipmates. Almost immediately afterwards the large canoe 
followed us, and the deserted ship was left drifting about -- a dreary, spectre-like hulk. 
Nothing was taken from her by the savages. The whole fiendish transaction was carried 
through as decorously and temperately as though it were a religious rite.  

     The first grey of daylight was visible in the east as we passed through the surge 
and reached the shore. Leaving half-a-dozen men with the canoes, the rest of the negroes 



set off through the sand-hills, leading me with them, but treating me very gently and 
respectfully. It was difficult walking, as we sank over our ankles into the loose, shifting 
sand at every step, and I was nearly dead beat by the time we reached the native village, 
or town rather, for it was a place of considerable dimensions. The houses were conical 
structures not unlike bee-hives, and were made of compressed seaweed cemented over 
with a rude form of mortar, there being neither stick nor stone upon the coast nor 
anywhere within many hundreds of miles. As we entered the town an enormous crowd of 
both sexes came swarming out to meet us, beating tom-toms and howling and screaming. 
On seeing me they redoubled their yells and assumed a threatening attitude, which was 
instantly quelled by a few words shouted by my escort. A buzz of wonder succeeded the 
war-cries and yells of the moment before, and the whole dense mass proceeded down the 
broad central street of the town, having my escort and myself in the centre.  

     My statement hitherto may seem so strange as to excite doubt in the minds of 
those who do not know me, but it was the fact which I am now about to relate which 
caused my own brother-in-law to insult me by disbelief. I can but relate the occurrence in 
the simplest words, and trust to chance and time to prove their truth. In the centre of this 
main street there was a large building, formed in the same primitive way as the others, 
but towering high above them; a stockade of beautifully polished ebony rails was planted 
all round it, the framework of the door was formed by two magnificent elephant's tusks 
sunk in the ground on each side and meeting at the top, and the aperture was closed by a 
screen of native cloth richly embroidered with gold. We made our way to this imposing-
looking structure, but, on reaching the opening in the stockade, the multitude stopped and 
squatted down upon their hams, while I was led through into the enclosure by a few of 
the chiefs and elders of the tribe, Goring accompanying us, and in fact directing the 
proceedings. On reaching the screen which closed the temple -- for such it evidently was 
-- my hat and my shoes were removed, and I was then led in, a venerable old negro 
leading the way carrying in his hand my stone, which had been taken from my pocket. 
The building was only lit up by a few long slits in the roof, through which the tropical 
sun poured, throwing broad golden bars upon the clay floor, alternating with intervals of 
darkness.  

     The interior was even larger than one would have imagined from the outside 
appearance. The walls were hung with native mats, shells, and other ornaments, but the 
remainder of the great space was quite empty, with the exception of a single object in the 
centre. This was the figure of a colossal negro, which I at first thought to be some real 
king or high priest of titanic size, but as I approached it I saw by the way in which the 
light was reflected from it that it was a statue admirably cut in jet-black stone. I was led 
up to this idol, for such it seemed to be, and looking at it closer I saw that though it was 
perfect in every other respect, one of its ears had been broken short off. The grey-haired 
negro who held my relic mounted upon a small stool, and stretching up his arm fitted 
Martha's black stone on to the jagged surface on the side of the statue's head. There could 
not be a doubt that the one had been broken off from the other. The parts dovetailed 
together so accurately that when the old man removed his hand the ear stuck in its place 
for a few seconds before dropping into his open palm. The group round me prostrated 



themselves upon the ground at the sight with a cry of reverence, while the crowd outside, 
to whom the result was communicated, set up a wild whooping and cheering.  

     In a moment I found myself converted from a prisoner into a demi-god. I was 
escorted back through the town in triumph, the people pressing forward to touch my 
clothing and to gather up the dust on which my foot had trod. One of the largest huts was 
put at my disposal, and a banquet of every native delicacy was served me. I still felt, 
however, that I was not a free man, as several spearmen were placed as a guard at the 
entrance of my hut. All day my mind was occupied with plans of escape, but none 
seemed in any way feasible. On the one side was the great arid desert stretching away to 
Timbuctoo, on the other was a sea untraversed by vessels. The more I pondered over the 
problem the more hopeless did it seem. I little dreamed how near I was to its solution.  

     Night had fallen, and the clamour of the negroes had died gradually away. I was 
stretched on the couch of skins which had been provided for me, and was still meditating 
over my future, when Goring walked stealthily into the hut. My first idea was that he had 
come to complete his murderous holocaust by making away with me, the last survivor, 
and I sprang up upon my feet, determined to defend myself to the last. He smiled when 
he saw the action, and motioned me down again while he seated himself upon the other 
end of the couch.  

     "What do you think of me?" was the astonishing question with which he 
commenced our conversation.  

     "Think of you!" I almost yelled. "I think you the vilest, most unnatural renegade 
that ever polluted the earth. If we were away from these black devils of yours I would 
strangle you with my hands!"  

     "Don't speak so loud," he said, without the slightest appearance of irritation. "I 
don't want our chat to be cut short. So you would strangle me, would you!" he went on, 
with an amused smile. "I suppose I am returning good for evil, for I have come to help 
you to escape."  

     "You!" I gasped incredulously.  

     "Yes, I," he continued.  

     "Oh, there is no credit to me in the matter. I am quite consistent. There is no 
reason why I should not be perfectly candid with you. I wish to be king over these 
fellows -- not a very high ambition, certainly, but you know what Caesar said about being 
first in a village in Gaul. Well, this unlucky stone of yours has not only saved your life, 
but has turned all their heads so that they think you are come down from heaven, and my 
influence will be gone until you are out of the way. That is why I am going to help you to 
escape, since I cannot kill you" -- this in the most natural and dulcet voice, as if the desire 
to do so were a matter of course.  



     "You would give the world to ask me a few questions," he went on, after a pause; 
"but you are too proud to do it. Never mind, I'll tell you one or two things, because I want 
your fellow white men to know them when you go back -- if you are lucky enough to get 
back. About that cursed stone of yours, for instance. These negroes, or at least so the 
legend goes, were Mahometans originally. While Mahomet himself was still alive, there 
was a schism among his followers, and the smaller party moved away from Arabia, and 
eventually crossed Africa. They took away with them, in their exile, a valuable relic of 
their old faith in the shape of a large piece of the black stone of Mecca. The stone was a 
meteoric one, as you may have heard, and in its fall upon the earth it broke into two 
pieces. One of these pieces is still at Mecca. The larger piece was carried away to 
Barbary, where a skilful worker modelled it into the fashion which you saw to-day. These 
men are the descendants of the original seceders from Mahomet, and they have brought 
their relic safely through all their wanderings until they settled in this strange place, 
where the desert protects them from their enemies."  

     "And the ear?" I asked, almost involuntarily.  

     "Oh, that was the same story over again. Some of the tribe wandered away to the 
south a few hundred years ago, and one of them, wishing to have good luck for the 
enterprise, got into the temple at night and carried off one of the ears. There has been a 
tradition among the negroes ever since that the ear would come back some day. The 
fellow who carried it was caught by some slaver, no doubt, and that was how it got into 
America, and so into your hands -- and you have had the honour of fulfilling the 
prophecy."  

     He paused for a few minutes, resting his head upon his hands, waiting apparently 
for me to speak. When he looked up again, the whole expression of his face had changed. 
His features were firm and set, and he changed the air of half levity with which he had 
spoken before for one of sternness and almost ferocity.  

     "I wish you to carry a message back," he said, "to the white race, the great 
dominating race whom I hate and defy. Tell them that I have battened on their blood for 
twenty years, that I have slain them until even I became tired of what had once been a 
joy, that I did this unnoticed and unsuspected in the face of every precaution which their 
civilisation could suggest. There is no satisfaction in revenge when your enemy does not 
know who has struck him. I am not sorry, therefore, to have you as a messenger. There is 
no need why I should tell you how this great hate became born in me. See this," and he 
held up his mutilated hand; "that was done by a white man's knife. My father was white, 
my mother was a slave. When he died she was sold again, and I, a child then, saw her 
lashed to death to break her of some of the little airs and graces which her late master had 
encouraged in her. My young wife, too, oh, my young wife!" a shudder ran through his 
whole frame. "No matter! I swore my oath, and I kept it. From Maine to Florida, and 
from Boston to San Francisco, you could track my steps by sudden deaths which baffled 
the police. I warred against the whole white race as they for centuries had warred against 
the black one. At last, as I tell you, I sickened of blood. Still, the sight of a white face was 
abhorrent to me, and I determined to find some bold free black people and to throw in my 



lot with them, to cultivate their latent powers, and to form a nucleus for a great coloured 
nation. This idea possessed me, and I travelled over the world for two years seeking for 
what I desired. At last I almost despaired of finding it. There was no hope of regeneration 
in the slave-dealing Soudanese, the debased Fantee, or the Americanised negroes of 
Liberia. I was returning from my quest when chance brought me in contact with this 
magnificent tribe of dwellers in the desert, and I threw in my lot with them. Before doing 
so, however, my old instinct of revenge prompted me to make one last visit to the United 
States, and I returned from it in the Marie Celeste.  

     "As to the voyage itself, your intelligence will have told you by this time that, 
thanks to my manipulation, both compasses and chronometers were entirely 
untrustworthy. I alone worked out the course with correct instruments of my own, while 
the steering was done by my black friends under my guidance. I pushed Tibbs's wife 
overboard. What! You look surprised and shrink away. Surely you had guessed that by 
this time. I would have shot you that day through the partition, but unfortunately you 
were not there. I tried again afterwards, but you were awake. I shot Tibbs. I think the idea 
of suicide was carried out rather neatly. Of course when once we got on the coast the rest 
was simple. I had bargained that all on board should die; but that stone of yours upset my 
plans. I also bargained that there should be no plunder. No one can say we are pirates. We 
have acted from principle, not from any sordid motive."  

     I listened in amazement to the summary of his crimes which this strange man 
gave me, all in the quietest and most composed of voices, as though detailing incidents of 
every-day occurrence. I still seem to see him sitting like a hideous nightmare at the end of 
my couch, with the single rude lamp flickering over his cadaverous features.  

     "And now," he continued, "there is no difficulty about your escape. These stupid 
adopted children of mine will say that you have gone back to heaven from whence you 
came. The wind blows off the land. I have a boat all ready for you, well stored with 
provisions and water. I am anxious to be rid of you, so you may rely that nothing is 
neglected. Rise up and follow me."  

     I did what he commanded, and he led me through the door of the hut. The guards 
had either been withdrawn, or Goring had arranged matters with them We passed 
unchallenged through the town and across the sandy plain. Once more I heard the roar of 
the sea, and saw the long white line of the surge. Two figures were standing upon the 
shore arranging the gear of a small boat. They were the two sailors who had been with us 
on the voyage.  

     "See him safely through the surf," said Goring. The two men sprang in and 
pushed off, pulling me in after them. With mainsail and jib we ran out from the land and 
passed safely over the bar. Then my two companions without a word of farewell sprang 
overboard, and I saw their heads like black dots on the white foam as they made their 
way back to the shore, while I scudded away into the blackness of the night. Looking 
back I caught my last glimpse of Goring. He was standing upon the summit of a sand-hill, 
and the rising moon behind him threw his gaunt angular figure into hard relief. He was 



waving his arms frantically to and fro; it may have been to encourage me on my way, but 
the gestures seemed to me at the time to be threatening ones, and I have often thought 
that it was more likely that his old savage instinct had returned when he realised that I 
was out of his power. Be that as it may, it was the last that I ever saw or ever shall see of 
Septimius Goring.  

     There is no need for me to dwell upon my solitary voyage. I steered as well as I 
could for the Canaries, but was picked up upon the fifth day by the British and African 
Steam Navigation Company's boat Monrovia. Let me take this opportunity of tendering 
my sincerest thanks to Captain Stornoway and his officers for the great kindness which 
they showed me from that time till they landed me in Liverpool, where I was enabled to 
take one of the Guion boats to New York.  

     From the day on which I found myself once more in the bosom of my family I 
have said little of what I have undergone. The subject is still an intensely painful one to 
me, and the little which I have dropped has been discredited. I now put the facts before 
the public as they occurred, careless how far they may be believed, and simply writing 
them down because my lung is growing weaker, and I feel the responsibility of holding 
my peace longer. I make no vague statement. Turn to your map of Africa. There above 
Cape Blanco, where the land trends away north and south from the westernmost point of 
the continent, there it is that Septimius Goring still reigns over his dark subjects, unless 
retribution has overtaken him; and there, where the long green ridges run swiftly in to 
roar and hiss upon the hot yellow sand, it is there that Harton lies with Hyson and the 
other poor fellows who were done to death in the Marie Celeste.  

 

 
 Doyle wrote two stories about Egyptian mummies, though both are quite different. “The 
Ring of Thoth” is almost more a science fiction tale, as Doyle invests it with almost no 
supernaturalism. In “Lot 249” we get the expected undead killer. Both stories have had 
thir influences on Hollywood, as have a number of other mummy tales by other authors. 
The love story-from-beyond theme of “The Ring of Thoth” can be found in the latest 
version of The Mummy starring Brendan Fraser. 

THE RING OF THOTH 

MR. John Vansittart Smith, F.R.S., of 147A Gower Street, was a man whose 
energy of purpose and clearness of thought might have placed him in the very first rank 
of scientific observers. He was the victim, however, of a universal ambition which 
prompted him to aim at distinction in many subjects rather than pre-eminence in one. In 
his early days he had shown aptitude for zoology and for botany which caused his 
friends to look upon him as a second Darwin, but when a professorship was almost within 
his reach he had suddenly discontinued his studies and turned his whole attention to 
chemistry. Here his researches upon the spectra of the metals had won him his fellowship 
in the Royal Society; but again he played the coquette with his subject, and after a year's 



absence from the laboratory he joined the Oriental Society, and delivered a paper on the 
Hieroglyphic and Demotic inscriptions of El Kab, thus giving a crowning example both 
of the versatility and of the inconstancy of his talents.  

The most fickle of wooers, however, is apt to be caught at last, and so it was with 
John Vansittart Smith. The more he burrowed his way into Egyptology the more 
impressed he became by the vast field which it opened to the inquirer, and by the extreme 
importance of a subject which promised to throw a light upon the first germs of human 
civilisation and the origin of the greater part of our arts and sciences. So struck was Mr. 
Smith that he straightway married an Egyptological young lady who had written upon the 
sixth dynasty, and having thus secured a sound base of operations he set himself to 
collect materials for a work which should unite the research of Lepsius and the ingenuity 
of Champollion. The preparation of his magnum opus entailed many hurried visits to the 
magnificent Egyptian collections of the Louvre, upon the last of which, no longer ago 
than the middle of last October, he became involved in a most strange and noteworthy 
adventure.  

The trains had been slow and the Channel had been rough, so that the student 
arrived in Paris in a somewhat befogged and feverish condition. On reaching the Hotel de 
France, in the Rue Laffitte, he had thrown himself upon a sofa for a couple of hours, but 
finding that he was unable to sleep, he determined, in spite of his fatigue, to make his 
way to the Louvre, settle the point which he had come to decide, and take the evening 
train back to Dieppe. Having come to his conclusion, he donned his greatcoat, for it was a 
raw rainy day, and made his way across the Boulevard des Italiens and down the Avenue 
de l'Opera. Once in the Louvre he was on familiar ground, and he speedily made his way 
to the collection of papyri which it was his intention to consult.  

The warmest admirers of John Vansittart Smith could hardly claim for him that he 
was a handsome man. His high-beaked nose and prominent chin had something of the 
same acute and incisive character which distinguished his intellect. He held his head in a 
birdlike fashion, and birdlike, too, was the pecking motion with which, in conversation, 
he threw out his objections and retorts. As he stood, with the high collar of his greatcoat 
raised to his ears, he might have seen from the reflection in the glass-case before him that 
his appearance was a singular one. Yet it came upon him as a sudden jar when an English 
voice behind him exclaimed in very audible tones, "What a queer-looking mortal!"  

The student had a large amount of petty vanity in his composition which 
manifested itself by an ostentatious and overdone disregard of all personal considerations. 
He straightened his lips and looked rigidly at the roll of papyrus, while his heart filled 
with bitterness against the whole race of travelling Britons.  

"Yes," said another voice, "he really is an extraordinary fellow."  

"Do you know," said the first speaker, "one could almost believe that by the 
continual contemplation of mummies the chap has become half a mummy himself?"  



He has certainly an Egyptian cast of countenance," said the other.  

John Vansittart Smith spun round upon his heel with the intention of shaming his 
countrymen by a corrosive remark or two. To his surprise and relief, the two young 
fellows who had been conversing had their shoulders turned towards him, and were 
gazing at one of the Louvre attendants who was polishing some brass-work at the other 
side of the room.  

"Carter will be waiting for us at the Palais Royal," said one tourist to the other, 
glancing at his watch, and they clattered away, leaving the student to his labours.  

"I wonder what these chatterers call an Egyptian cast of countenance," thought 
John Vansittart Smith, and he moved his position slightly in order to catch a glimpse of 
the man's face. He started as his eyes fell upon it. It was indeed the very face with which 
his studies had made him familiar. The regular statuesque features, broad brow, well-
rounded chin, and dusky complexion were the exact counterpart of the innumerable 
statues, mummy-cases, and pictures which adorned the walls of the apartment. The thing 
was beyond all coincidence. The man must be an Egyptian. The national angularity of the 
shoulders and narrowness of the hips were alone sufficient to identify him.  

John Vansittart Smith shuffled towards the attendant with some intention of 
addressing him. He was not light of touch in conversation, and found it difficult to strike 
the happy mean between the brusqueness of the superior and the geniality of the equal. 
As he came nearer, the man presented his side face to him, but kept his gaze still bent 
upon his work. Vansittart Smith, fixing his eyes upon the fellow's skin, was conscious of 
a sudden impression that there was something inhuman and preternatural about its 
appearance. Over the temple and cheek-bone it was as glazed and as shiny as varnished 
parchment. There was no suggestion of pores. One could not fancy a drop of moisture 
upon that arid surface. From brow to chin, however, it was cross-hatched by a million 
delicate wrinkles, which shot and interlaced as though Nature in some Maori mood had 
tried how wild and intricate a pattern she could devise.  

"Ou est la collection de Memphis?" asked the student, with the awkward air of a 
man who is devising a question merely for the purpose of opening a conversation.  

"C'est la," replied the man brusquely, nodding his head at the other side of the 
room.  

"Vous etes un Egyptien, n'est-ce pas?" asked the Englishman.  

The attendant looked up and turned his strange dark eyes upon his questioner. 
They were vitreous, with a misty dry shininess, such as Smith had never seen in a human 
head before. As he gazed into them he saw some strong emotion gather in their depths, 
which rose and deepened until it broke into a look of something akin both to horror and 
to hatred.  



"Non, monsieur; je suis francais." The man turned abruptly and bent low over his 
polishing. The student gazed at him for a moment in astonishment, one of the doors he 
proceeded to make notes of his researches among the papyri. This thoughts, however 
refused to return into their natural groove. They would run upon the enigmatical attendant 
with the sphinx-like face and the parchment skin.  

"Where have I seen such eyes?" said Vansittart Smith to himself. "There is 
something saurian about them, something reptilian. There's the membrana nictitans of the 
snakes," he mused, bethinking himself of his zoological studies. "It gives a shiny effect. 
But there was something more here. There was a sense of power, of wisdom - so I read 
them - and of weariness, utter weariness, and ineffable despair. It may be all imagination, 
but I never had so strong an impression. By Jove, I must have another look at them!" He 
rose and paced round the Egyptian rooms, but the man who had excited his curiosity had 
disappeared.  

The student sat down again in his quiet corner, and continued to work at his notes. 
He had gained the information which he required from the papyri, and it only remained to 
write it down while it was still fresh in his memory. For a time his pencil travelled rapidly 
over the paper, but soon the lines became less level, the words more blurred, and finally 
the pencil tinkled down upon the floor, and the head of the student dropped heavily 
forward upon his chest. Tired out by his journey, he slept so soundly in his lonely post 
behind the door that neither the clanking civil guard, nor the footsteps of sightseers, nor 
even the loud hoarse bell which gives the signal for closing, were sufficient to arouse 
him.  

Twilight deepened into darkness, the bustle from the Rue de Rivoli waxed and 
then waned, distant Notre Dame clanged out the hour of midnight, and still the dark and 
lonely figure sat silently in the shadow. It was not until close upon one in the morning 
that, with a sudden gasp and an intaking of the breath, Vansittart Smith returned to 
consciousness. For a moment it flashed upon him that he had dropped asleep in his 
studychair at home. The moon was shining fitfully through the unshuttered window, 
however, and as his eye ran along the lines of mummies and the endless array of polished 
cases, he remembered clearly where he was and how he came there. The student was not 
a nervous man. He possessed that love of a novel situation which is peculiar to his race. 
Stretching out his cramped limbs, he looked at his watch, and burst into a chuckle as he 
observed the hour. The episode would make an admirable anecdote to be introduced into 
his next paper as a relief to the graver and heavier speculations. He was a little cold, but 
wide awake and much refreshed. It was no wonder that the guardians had overlooked 
him, for the door threw its heavy black shadow right across him.  

The complete silence was impressive. Neither outside nor inside was there a creak 
or a murmur. He was alone with the dead men of a dead civilisation. What though the 
outer city reeked of the garish nineteenth century! In all this chamber there was scarce an 
article, from the shrivelled ear of wheat to the pigment-box of the painter, which had not 
held its own against four thousand years. Here was the flotsam and jetsam washed up by 
the great ocean of time from that far-off empire. From stately Thebes, from lordly Luxor, 



from the great temples of Heliopolis, from a hundred rifled tombs, these relics had been 
brought. The student glanced around at the long-silent figures who flickered vaguely up 
through the gloom, at the busy toilers who were now so restful, and he fell into a reverent 
and thoughtful mood. An unwonted sense of his own youth and insignificance came over 
him. Leaning back in his chair, he gazed dreamily down the long vista of rooms, all 
silvery with the moonshine, which extend through the whole wing of the widespread 
building. His eyes fell upon the yellow glare of a distant lamp.  

John Vansittart Smith sat up on his chair with his nerves all on edge. The light 
was advancing slowly towards him, pausing from time to time, and then coming jerkily 
onwards. The bearer moved noiselessly. In the utter silence there was no suspicion of the 
pat of a footfall. An idea of robbers entered the Englishman's head. He snuggled up 
farther into the corner. The light was two rooms off. Now it was in the next chamber, and 
still there was no sound. With something approaching to a thrill of fear the student 
observed a face, floating in the air as it were, behind the flare of the lamp. The figure was 
wrapped in shadow, but the light fell full upon a strange, eager face. There was no 
mistaking the metallic, glistening eyes and the cadaverous skin. It was the attendant with 
whom he had conversed.  

Vansittart Smith's first impulse was to come forward and address him. A few 
words of explanation would set the matter clear, and lead doubtless to his being 
conducted to some side-door from which he might make his way to his hotel. As the man 
entered the chamber, however, there was something so stealthy in his movements, and so 
furtive in his expression, that the Englishman altered his intention. This was clearly no 
ordinary official walking the rounds. The fellow wore felt-soled slippers, stepped with a 
rising chest, and glanced quickly from left to right, while his hurried, gasping breathing 
thrilled the flame of his lamp. Vansittart Smith crouched silently back into the corner and 
watched him keenly, convinced that his errand was one of secret and probably sinister 
import.  

There was no hesitation in the other's movements. He stepped lightly and swiftly 
across to one of the great cases, and, drawing a key from his pocket, he unlocked it. From 
the upper shelf he pulled down a mummy, which he bore away with him, and laid it with 
much care and solicitude upon the ground. By it he placed his lamp, and then squatting 
down beside it in Eastern fashion he began with long, quivering fingers to undo the 
cerecloths and bandages which girt it round. As the crackling rolls of linen peeled off one 
after the other, a strong aromatic odour filled the chamber, and fragments of scented 
wood and of spices pattered down upon the marble floor.  

It was clear to John Vansittart Smith that this mummy had never been unswathed 
before. The operation interested him keenly. He thrilled all over with curiosity, and his 
bird-like head protruded farther and farther from behind the door. When, however, the 
last roll had been removed from the four-thousand-year-old head, it was all that he could 
do to stifle an outcry of amazement. First, a cascade of long, black, glossy tresses poured 
over the workman's hands and arms. A second turn of the bandage revealed a low, white 
forehead, with a pair of delicately arched eyebrows. A third uncovered a pair of bright, 



deeply fringed eyes, and a straight, well-cut nose, while a fourth and last showed a sweet, 
full, sensitive mouth, and a beautifully curved chin. The whole face was one of 
extraordinary loveliness, save for the one blemish that in the centre of the forehead there 
was a single irregular, coffee-coloured splotch. It was a triumph of the embalmer's art. 
Vansittart Smith's eyes grew larger and larger as he gazed upon it, and he chirruped in his 
throat with satisfaction.  

Its effect upon the Egyptologist was as nothing, however, compared with that 
which it produced upon the strange attendant. He threw his hands up into the air, burst 
into a harsh clatter of words, and then, hurling himself down upon the ground beside the 
mummy, he threw his arms round her, and kissed her repeatedly upon the lips and brow. 
"Ma petite!" he groaned in French. "Ma pauvre petite!" His voice broke with emotion, 
and his innumerable wrinkles quivered and writhed, but the student observed in the lamp-
light that his shining eyes were still dry and tearless as two beads of steel. For some 
minutes he lay, with a twitching face, crooning and moaning over the beautiful head. 
Then he broke into a sudden smile, said some words in an unknown tongue, and sprang to 
his feet with the vigorous air of one who has braced himself for an effort.  

In the centre of the room there was a large, circular case which contained, as the 
student had frequently remarked, a magnificent collection of early Egyptian rings and 
precious stones. To this the attendant strode, and, unlocking it, threw it open. On the 
ledge at the side he placed his lamp, and beside it a small, earthenware jar which he had 
drawn from his pocket. He then took a handful of rings from the case, and with a most 
serious and anxious face he proceeded to smear each in turn with some liquid substance 
from the earthen pot, holding them to the light as he did so. He was clearly disappointed 
with the first lot, for he threw them petulantly back into the case and drew out some 
more. One of these, a massive ring with a large crystal set in it, he seized and eagerly 
tested with the contents of the jar.  

Instantly he uttered a cry of joy, and threw out his arms in a wild gesture which 
upset the pot and set the liquid streaming across the floor to the very feet of the 
Englishman. The attendant drew a red handkerchief from his bosom, and, mopping up the 
mess, he followed it into the corner, where in a moment he found himself face to face 
with his observer.  

"Excuse me," said John Vansittart Smith, with all imaginable politeness; "I have 
been unfortunate enough to fall asleep behind this door."  

"And you have been watching me?" the other asked in English, with a most 
venomous look on his corpselike face.  

The student was a man of veracity. "I confess," said he, "that I have noticed your 
movements, and that they have aroused my curiosity and interest in the highest degree."  

The man drew a long, flamboyant-bladed knife from his bosom. "You have had a 
very narrow escape," he said; "had I seen you ten minutes ago, I should have driven this 



through your heart. As it is, if you touch me or interfere with me in any way you are a 
dead man."  

"I have no wish to interfere with you," the student answered. "My presence here is 
entirely accidental. All I ask is that you will have the extreme kindness to show me out 
through some side-door." He spoke with great suavity, for the man was still pressing the 
tip of his dagger against the palm of his left hand, as though to assure himself of its 
sharpness, while his face preserved its malignant expression.  

"If I thought -" said he. "But no, perhaps it is as well. What is your name?" The 
Englishman gave it.  

"Vansittart Smith," the other repeated. "Are you the same Vansittart Smith who 
gave a paper in London upon El Kab? I saw a report of it. Your knowledge of the subject 
is contemptible."  

"Sir!" cried the Egyptologist.  

"Yet it is superior to that of many who make even greater pretensions. The whole 
keystone of our old life in Egypt was not the inscriptions or monuments of which you 
make so much, but was our hermetic philosophy and mystic knowledge of which you say 
little or nothing."  

"Our old life!" repeated the scholar, wide-eyed; and then suddenly, "Good God, 
look at the mummy's face!"  

The strange man turned and flashed his light upon the dead woman, uttering a 
long, doleful cry as he did so. The action of the air had already undone all the art of the 
embalmer. The skin had fallen away, the eyes had sunk inwards, the discoloured lips had 
writhed away from the yellow teeth, and the brown mark upon the forehead alone showed 
that it was indeed the same face which had shown such youth and beauty a few short 
minutes before.  

The man flapped his hands together in grief and horror. Then mastering himself 
by a strong effort he turned his hard eyes once more upon the Englishman.  

"It does not matter," he said, in a shaking voice. "It really does not matter. I came 
here to-night with the fixed determination to do something. It is now done. All else us as 
nothing. I have found my quest. The old curse is broken. I can rejoin her. What matter 
about her inanimate shell so long as her spirit is awaiting me at the other side of the veil!"  

"These are wild words," said Vansittart Smith. He was becoming more and more 
convinced that he had to do with a madman.  

"Time presses, and I must go," continued the other. "The moment is at hand for 
which I have waited this weary time. But I must show you out first. Come with me."  



Taking up the lamp, he turned from the disordered chamber, and led the student 
swiftly through the long series of the Egyptian, Assyrian, and Persian apartments. At the 
end of the latter he pushed open a small door let into the wall and descended a winding, 
stone stair. The Englishman felt the cold, fresh air of the night upon his brow. There was 
a door opposite him which appeared to communicate with the street. To the right of this 
another door stood ajar, throwing a spurt of yellow light across the passage. "Come in 
here!" said the attendant shortly.  

Vansittart Smith hesitated. He had hoped that he had come to the end of his 
adventure. Yet his curiosity was strong within him. He could not leave the matter 
unsolved, so he followed his strange companion into the lighted chamber.  

It was a small room, such as is devoted to a concierge. A wood fire sparkled in the 
grate. At one side stood a truckle bed, and at the other a coarse, wooden chair, with a 
round table in the centre, which bore the remains of a meal. As the visitor's eye glanced 
round he could not but remark with an ever-recurring thrill that all the small details of the 
room were of the most quaint design and antique workmanship. The candlesticks, the 
vases upon the chimney-piece, the fire-irons, the ornaments upon the walls, were all such 
as he had been wont to associate with the remote past. The gnarled, heavy-eyed man sat 
himself down upon the edge of the bed, and motioned his guest into the chair.  

"There may be design in this," he said, still speaking excellent English. "It may be 
decreed that I should leave some account behind as a warning to all rash mortals who 
would set their wits up against workings of Nature. I leave it with you. Make such use as 
you will of it. I speak to you now with my feet upon the threshold of the other world.  

"I am, as you surmised, an Egyptian--not one of the down-trodden race of slaves 
who now inhabit the Delta of the Nile, but a survivor of that fiercer and harder people 
who tamed the Hebrew, drove the Ethiopian back into the sourthern deserts, and built 
those mighty works which have been the envy and the wonder of all after generations. It 
was in the reign of Tuthmosis, sixteen hundred years before the birth of Christ, that I first 
saw the light. You shrink away from me. Wait, and you will see that I am more to be 
pitied than to be feared.  

"My name was Sosra. My father had been the chief priest of Osiris in the great 
temple of abaris, which stood in those days upon the Bubastic branch of the Nile. I was 
brought up in the temple and was trained in all those mystic arts which are spoken of in 
your own Bible. I was an apt pupil. Before I was sixteen I had learned all which the 
wisest priest could teach me. From that time on I studied Nature's secrets for myself, and 
shared my knowledge with no man.  

"Of all the questions which attracted me there were none over which I laboured so 
long as over those which concern themselves with the nature of life. I probed deeply into 
the vital principle. The aim of medicine had been to drive away disease when it appeared. 
It seemed to me that a method might be devised which should so fortify the body as to 
prevent weakness or death from ever taking hold of it. It is useless that I should recount 



my researches. You would scarce comprehend them if I did. They were carried out partly 
upon animals, partly upon slaves, and partly on myself. Suffice it that their result was to 
furnish me with a substance which, when injected into the blood, would endow the body 
with strength to resist the effects of time, of violence, or of disease;. It would not indeed 
confer immortality, but its potency would endure for many thousands of years. I used it 
upon a cat, and afterwards drugged the creature with the most deadly poisons. That cat is 
alive in Lower Egypt at the present moment. There was nothing of mystery or magic in 
the matter. It was simply a chemical discovery, which may well be made again.  

"Love of life runs high in the young. It seemed to me that I had broken away from 
all human care now that I had abolished pain and driven death to such a distance. With a 
light heart I poured the accursed stuff into my veins. Then I looked round for someone 
whom I could benefit. There was a young priest of Thoth, Parmes by name, who had won 
my goodwill by his earnest nature and his devotion to his studies. To him I whispered my 
secret, and at his request I injected him with my elixir. I should now, I reflected, never be 
with out a companion of the same age as myself.  

"After this grand discovery I relaxed my studies to some extent, but Parmes 
continued his with redoubled energy. Every day I could see him working with his flasks 
and his distiller in the Temple of Thoth, but he said little to me as to the result of his 
labours. For my own part, I used to walk through the city and look around me with 
exultation as I reflected that all this was destined to pass away, and that only I should 
remain. The people would bow to me as they passed me, for the fame of my knowledge 
had gone abroad.  

"There was war at this time, and the Great King had sent down his soldiers to the 
eastern boundary to drive away the Hyksos. A Governor, too, was sent to Abaris, that he 
might hold it for the King. I had heard much of the beauty of the daughter of this 
Governor, but one day as I walked out with Parmes we met her, borne upon the shoulders 
of her slaves. I was struck with love as with lightning. My heart went out from me. I 
could have thrown myself beneath the feet of her bearers. This was my woman. Life 
without her was impossible. I swore by the head of Horus that she should be mine. I 
swore it to the Priest of Thoth. He turned away f rom me with a brow which was as black 
as midnight.  

There is no need to tell you of our wooing. She came to love me even as I loved 
her. I learned that Parmes had seen her before I did, and had shown her that he, too, lover 
her, but I could smile at his passion, for I knew that her heart was mine. The white plague 
had come upon the city and many were stricken, but I laid my hands upon the sick and 
nursed them without fear or scathe. She marvelled at my daring. Then I told her my 
secret, and begged her that she would let me use my art upon her.  

"'Your flower shall then be unwithered, Atma,' I said. 'Other things may pass 
away, but you and I, and our great love for each other, shall outlive the tomb of King 
Chefru.'  



"But she was full of timid, maidenly objections. Was it right?' she asked, 'was it 
not a thwarting of the will of the gods? If the great Osiris had wished that our years 
should be so long, would he not himself have brought it about?'  

"With fond and loving words I overcame her doubts, and yet she hesitated. It was 
a great question, she said. She would think it over for this one night. In the morning I 
should know of her resolution. Surely one night was not too much to ask.  

She wished to pray to Isis for help in her decision.  

"With a sinking heart and a sad foreboding of evil I left her with her tirewomen. 
In the morning, when the early sacrifice was over, I hurried to her house. A rightened 
slave met me upon the steps. Her mistress was ill, she said, very ill. In a frenzy I broke 
my way through the attendants, and rushed through hall and corridor to my Atma's 
chamber. She lay upon her couch, her head high upon the pillow, with a pallid face and 
glazed eye. On her forehead there blazed a single angry, purple patch. I knew that hell-
mark of old. It was the scar of t he white plague, the sign-manual of death.  

"Why should I speak of that terrible time? For months I was mad, fevered, 
delirious, and yet I could not die. Never did an Arab thirst after the sweet wells as I 
longed after death. Could poison or steel have shortened the thread of my existence, I 
should soon have rejoined my love in the land with the narrow portal. I tried, but it was of 
no avail. The accursed influence was too strong upon me. One night as I lay upon my 
couch, weak and weary, Parmes, the priest of Thoth, came to my chamber. He stood in 
the circle of the lamp-light, and he looked down upon me with eyes which were bright 
with a mad joy.  

"'Why did you let the maiden die?" he asked; 'why did you not strengthen her as 
you strengthened me?'  

"'I was too late,' I answered. 'But I had forgot. You also loved her. You are my 
fellow in misfortune. Is it not terrible to think of the centuries which must pass ere we 
look upon her again Fools, fools, that we were to take death to be our enemy!'  

"'You may say that,' he cried with a wild laugh; 'The words come well from your 
lips. For me they have no meaning.'  

"'What mean you? I cried, raising myself upon my elbow. 'Surely, friend, this 
grief has turned your brain.' His face was aflame with joy, and he writhed and shook like 
one who hath a devil.  

"'Do you know whither I go?' he asked.  

"'Nay,' I answered, 'I cannot tell.'  



"'I go to her,' said he. 'she lies embalmed in the farther tomb by the double palm-
tree beyond the city wall.'  

"'Why do you go there?' I cried.  

"'To die!' he shrieked, 'to die! I am not bound by earthen fetters.'  

"'But the elixir is in your blood,' I cried.  

"'I can defy it,' said he; 'I have found a stronger principle which will destroy it. It 
is working in my veins at this moment, and in an hour I shall be a dead man. I shall join 
her, and you shall remain behind.'  

"As I looked upon him I could see that he spoke words of truth. The light in his 
eye told me that he was indeed beyond the power of the elixir.  

"'You will teach me!' I cried.  

"'Never!' he answered.  

"'I implore you, by the wisdom of Thoth, by the majesty of Anubis!'  

"'It is useless,' he said coldly.  

"'Then I will find it out,' I cried.  

"'You cannot,' he answered; 'it came to me by chance. There is one ingredient 
which you can never get. Save that which is in the ring of Thoth, none will ever more be 
made.'  

"'In the ring of Thoth!' I repeated, 'where then is the ring of Thoth?'  

"'That also you shall never know,' he answered. 'You won her love. Who has won 
in the end? I leave you to your sordid earth life. My chains are broken. I must go!' He 
turned upon his heel and fled from the chamber. In the morning came the news that the 
Priest of Thoth was dead.  

"My days after that were spent in study. I must find this subtle poison which was 
strong enough to undo the elixir. From early dawn to midnight I bent over the test-tube 
and the furnace. Above all, I collected the papyri and the chemical flasks of the Priest of 
Thoth. Alas! they taught me little. Here and there some hint or stray expression would 
raise hope in my bosom, but no good ever came of it. Still month after month, I struggled 
on. When my heart grew faint I would make my way to the tomb by the palm-trees. 
There, standing by the dead casket from which the jewel had been rifled, I would feel her 
sweet presence, and would whisper to her that I would rejoin her if mortal wit could solve 
the riddle.  



"Parmes had said that his discovery was connected with the ring of Thoth. I had 
some remembrance of the trinket. It was a large and weighty circlet, made, not of gold, 
but of a rarer and heavier metal brought from the mines of Mount Harbal. Platinum, you 
call it. The ring had, I remembered, a hollow crystal set in it, in which some few drops of 
liquid might be stored. Now, the secret of Parmes could not have to do with the metal 
alone, for there were many rings of that metal in the Temple. Was it not more likely that 
he had stored his precious poison within the cavity of the crystal? I had scarce come to 
this conclusion before, in hunting through his papers, I came upon one which told me that 
it was indeed so, and that there was still some of the liquid unused.  

"But how to find the ring? It was not upon him when he was stripped for the 
embalmer. Of that I made sure. Neither was it among his private effects. In vain I 
searched every room that he had entered, every box and vase and chattel that he had 
owned. I sifted the very sand of the desert in places where he had been wont to walk; but, 
do what I would, I could come upon no traces of the ring of Thoth. Yet it may be that my 
lab ours would have overcome all obstacles had it not been for a new and unlooked-for 
misfortune. "A great war had been waged against the Hyksos, and the Captains of the 
Great King had been cut off in the desert, with all their bowmen and horsemen. The 
shepherd tribes were upon us like the locusts in a dry year. From the wilderness of Shur 
to the great, bitter lake there was blood by day and fire by night. Abaris was the bulwark 
of Egypt, but we could not keep the savages back. The city fell. The Governor and the 
soldiers were put to the sword, and I, with many more was led away into captivity.  

"For years and years I tended cattle in the great plains by the Euphrates. My 
master died, and his son grew old, but I was still as far from death as ever. At last I 
escaped upon a swift camel, and made my way back to Egypt. The Hyksos had settled in 
the land which they had conquered, and their own King ruled over the country. Abaris 
had been torn down, the city had been burned, and the great Temple there was nothing 
left save an unsightly mound. Everywhere the tombs had been rifled and the monuments 
destroyed. Of my Atma's grave no sign was left. It was buried in the sands of the desert, 
and the palm-trees which marked the spot had long disappeared. The papers of Parmes 
and the remains of the Temple of Thoth were either destroyed or scattered far and wide 
over the deserts of Syria. All search after them was vain.  

"From that time I gave up all hope of ever finding the ring or discovering the 
subtle drug. I set myself to live as patiently as might be until the effect of the elixir 
should wear away. How can you understand how terrible a thing time is, you who have 
experience only of the narrow course which lies between the cradle and the grave! I know 
it to my cost, I who have floated down the whole stream of history. I was old when ilium 
fell. I was very old when Herodotus came to Memphis. I was bowed down with years 
when the new gospel came upon earth. Yet you see me much as other men are, with the 
cursed elixir still sweetening my blood, and guarding me against that which I would 
court. Now, at last, at last I have come to the end of it!  

"I have travelled in all lands and I have dwelt with all nations. Every tongue is the 
same to me. I learned them all to help pass the weary time. I need not tell you how slowly 



they drifted by, the long dawn of modern civilization, the dreary middle years, the dark 
times of barbarism. They are all behind me now. I have never looked with the eyes of 
love upon another woman. Atma knows that I have been constant to her.  

"It was my custom to read all that the scholars had to say upon Ancient Egypt. I 
have been in many positions, sometimes affluent, sometimes poor, but I have always 
found enough to enable me to buy the journals which deal with such matters. Some nine 
months ago I was in San Francisco, when I read an account of some discoveries made in 
the neighbourhood of Abaris. My heart leapt into my mouth as I read it. It said that the 
excavator had busied himself in exploring some tombs recently unearth. In one there had 
been found an unopened mummy with an inscription upon the outer case setting forth that 
it contained the body of the daughter of the Governor of the city in the days of 
Tuthmosis. It added that on removing the outer case there had been exposed a large 
platinum ring set with a crystal, which had been laid upon the breast of the embalmed 
woman. This, then, was where Parmes had hid the ring of Thoth. He might well say that 
it was safe, for no Egyptian would ever stain his soul by moving even the outer case of a 
buried friend.  

"That very night I set off from San Francisco, and in a few weeks I found myself 
once more at Abaris, if a few sand-heaps and crumbling walls may retain the name of the 
great city. I hurried to the Frenchmen who were digging there and asked them for the 
ring. They replied that both the ring and the mummy had been sent to the Boulak 
Museum at Cairo. To Boulak I went, but only to be told that Mariette Bey had claimed 
them and had shipped them to the Louvre. I followed them, and there, at last, in the 
Egyptian chamber, I came, after close upon four thousand years, upon the remains of my 
Atma, and upon the ring for which I had sought so long.  

"But how was I to lay hands upon them? How was I to have them for my very 
own? It chanced that the office of attendant was vacant. I went to the Director. I 
convinced him that I knew much about Egypt. In my eagerness I said too much. He 
remarked that a Professor's chair would suit me better than a seat in the conciergerie. I 
knew more, he said, than he did. It was only by blundering, and letting him think that he 
had over-estimated my knowledge, that I prevailed upon him to let me move the few 
effects which I have retained into this chamber. It is my first and my last night here.  

"Such is my story, Mr. Vansittart Smith. I need not say more to a man of your 
perception. By a strange chance you have this night looked upon the face of the woman 
whom I loved in those far-off days. There were many rings with crystals in the case, and I 
had to test for the platinum to be sure of the one which I wanted. A glance at the crystal 
has shown me that the liquid is indeed within it, and that I shall at last be able to shake 
off that accursed health which has been worse to me than the foulest disease. I have 
nothing more to say to you. I have unburdened myself. You may tell my story or you may 
withhold it at your pleasure. The choice rests with you. I owe you some amends, for you 
have had a narrow escape of your life this night. I was a desperate man, and not to be 
balked in my purpose. Had I seen you before the thing was done, I might have put it 



beyond your power to oppose me or. to raise an alarm. This is the door. It leads into the 
Rue de Rivoli. Good night."  

The Englishman glanced back. For a moment the lean figure of Sosra the 
Egyptian stood framed in the narrow doorway. The next the door had slammed, and the 
heavy rasping of the bolt broke on the silent night.  

It was on the second day after his return to London that Mr. John Vansittart Smith 
saw the following concise narrative in the Paris correspondence of The Times: - "Curious 
Occurrence in the Louvre. - Yesterday morning a strange discovery was made in the 
principal Eastern chamber. The ouvriers who are employed to clean out the rooms in the 
morning found one of the attendants laying dead upon the floor with his arms found one 
of the mummies. So close was his embrace that it was only with the utmost difficulty that 
they were separated.  

One of the cases containing valuable rings had been opened and rifled. The 
authorities are of opinion that the man was bearing away the mummy with some idea of 
selling it to a private collector, but that he was struck down in the very act by long-
standing disease of the heart. It is said that he was a man of uncertain age and eccentric 
habits, without any living relations to mourn over his dramatic and untimely end."  

 

“Lot No. 249” is one of the first killer mummy stories. Unlike most mummy tales, this one 
doesn’t involve a curse but someone with arcane power using the undead for their own 
purposes. It was used in Tales From the Darkside: The Movie (1990) starring Christian 
Slater and Steve Buscemi. The film version varies greatly, keeping only the final scene the 
same. 

LOT NO. 249. 

OF the dealings of Edward Bellingham with William Monkhouse Lee, and of the 
cause of the great terror of Abercrombie Smith, it may be that no absolute and final 
judgment will ever be delivered. It is true that we have the full and clear narrative of 
Smith himself, and such corroboration as he could look for from Thomas Styles the 
servant, from the Reverend Plumptree Peterson, Fellow of Old's, and from such other 
people as chanced to gain some passing glance at this or that incident in a singular chain 
of events. Yet, in the main, the story must rest upon Smith alone, and the most will think 
that it is more likely that one brain, however outwardly sane, has some subtle warp in its 
texture, some strange flaw in its workings, than that the path of Nature has been 
overstepped in open day in so famed a centre of learning and light as the University of 
Oxford. Yet when we think how narrow and how devious this path of Nature is, how 
dimly we can trace it, for all our lamps of science, and how from the darkness which 
girds it round great and terrible possibilities loom ever shadowly upwards, it is a bold and 
confident man who will put a limit to the strange by-paths into which the human spirit 
may wander.  



      In a certain wing of what we will call Old College in Oxford there is a corner 
turret of an exceeding great age. The heavy arch which spans the open door has bent 
downwards in the centre under the weight of its years, and the grey, lichen-blotched 
blocks of stone are, bound and knitted together with withes and strands of ivy, as though 
the old mother had set herself to brace them up against wind and weather. From the door 
a stone stair curves upward spirally, passing two landings, and terminating in a third one, 
its steps all shapeless and hollowed by the tread of so many generations of the seekers 
after knowledge. Life has flowed like water down this winding stair, and, waterlike, has 
left these smooth-worn grooves behind it. From the long-gowned, pedantic scholars of 
Plantagenet days down to the young bloods of a later age, how full and strong had been 
that tide of young English life. And what was left now of all those hopes, those strivings, 
those fiery energies, save here and there in some old-world churchyard a few scratches 
upon a stone, and perchance a handful of dust in a mouldering coffin? Yet here were the 
silent stair and the grey old wall, with bend and saltire and many another heraldic device 
still to be read upon its surface, like grotesque shadows thrown back from the days that 
had passed.  

      In the month of May, in the year 1884, three young men occupied the sets of 
rooms which opened on to the separate landings of the old stair. Each set consisted 
simply of a sitting-room and of a bedroom, while the two corresponding rooms upon the 
ground-floor were used, the one as a coal-cellar, and the other as the living-room of the 
servant, or gyp, Thomas Styles, whose duty it was to wait upon the three men above him. 
To right and to left was a line of lecture-rooms and of offices, so that the dwellers in the 
old turret enjoyed a certain seclusion, which made the chambers popular among the more 
studious undergraduates. Such were the three who occupied them now -- Abercrombie 
Smith above, Edward Bellingham beneath him, and William Monkhouse Lee upon the 
lowest storey.  

      It was ten o'clock on a bright spring night, and Abercrombie Smith lay back in 
his arm-chair, his feet upon the fender, and his briar-root pipe between his lips. In a 
similar chair, and equally at his ease, there lounged on the other side of the fireplace his 
old school friend Jephro Hastie. Both men were in flannels, for they had spent their 
evening upon the river, but apart from their dress no one could look at their hard-cut, alert 
faces without seeing that they were open-air men -- men whose minds and tastes turned 
naturally to all that was manly and robust. Hastie, indeed, was stroke of his college boat, 
and Smith was an even better oar, but a coming examination had already cast its shadow 
over him and held him to his work, save for the few hours a week which health 
demanded. A litter of medical books upon the table, with scattered bones, models and 
anatomical plates, pointed to the extent as well as the nature of his studies, while a couple 
of single-sticks and a set of boxing-gloves above the mantelpiece hinted at the means by 
which, with Hastie's help, he might take his exercise in its most compressed and least 
distant form. They knew each other very well -- so well that they could sit now in that 
soothing silence which is the very highest development of companionship.  

      "Have some whisky," said Abercrombie Smith at last between two cloudbursts. 
"Scotch in the jug and Irish in the bottle."  



      "No, thanks. I'm in for the sculls. I don't liquor when I'm training. How about 
you?"  

      "I'm reading hard. I think it best to leave it alone."  

      Hastie nodded, and they relapsed into a contented silence.  

      "By-the-way, Smith," asked Hastie, presently, have you made the acquaintance 
of either of the fellows on your stair yet?"  

      "Just a nod when we pass. Nothing more."  

      "Hum! I should be inclined to let it stand at that. I know something of them both. 
Not much, but as much as I want. I don't think I should take them to my bosom if I were 
you. Not that there's much amiss with Monkhouse Lee."  

     "Meaning the thin one?"  

      "Precisely. He is a gentlemanly little fellow. I don't think there is any vice in him. 
But then you can't know him without knowing Bellingham."  

      "Meaning the fat one?"  

     "Yes, the fat one. And he's a man whom I, for one, would rather not know."  

     Abercrombie Smith raised his eyebrows and glanced across at his companion.  

      "What's up, then?" he asked. Drink? Cards? Cad? You used not to be 
censorious."  

      "Ah! you evidently don't know the man, or you wouldn't ask. There's something 
damnable about him -- something reptilian. My gorge always rises at him. I should put 
him down as a man with secret vices -- an evil liver. He's no fool, though. They say that 
he is one of the best men in his line that they have ever had in the college."  

      "Medicine or classics?"  

      "Eastern languages. He's a demon at them. Chillingworth met him somewhere 
above the second cataract last long, and he told me that he just prattled to the Arabs as if 
he had been born and nursed and weaned among them. He talked Coptic to the Copts, and 
Hebrew to the Jews, and Arabic to the Bedouins, and they were all ready to kiss the hem 
of his frock-coat. There are some old hermit Johnnies up in those parts who sit on rocks 
and scowl and spit at the casual stranger. Well, when they saw this chap Bellingham, 
before he had said five words they just lay down on their bellies and wriggled. 
Chillingworth said that he never saw anything like it. Bellingham seemed to take it as his 



right, too, and strutted about among them and talked down to them like a Dutch uncle. 
Pretty good for an undergrad. of Old's, wasn't it?"  

      "Why do you say you can't know Lee without knowing Bellingham? "  

      "Because Bellingham is engaged to his sister Eveline. Such a bright little girl, 
Smith! I know the whole family well. It's disgusting to see that brute with her. A toad and 
a dove, that's what they always remind me of."  

      Abercrombie Smith grinned and knocked his ashes out against the side of the 
grate.  

      "You show every card in your hand, old chap," said he. "What a prejudiced, 
green-eyed, evil-thinking old man it is! You have really nothing against the fellow except 
that."  

      "Well, I've known her ever since she was as long as that cherry-wood pipe, and I 
don't like to see her taking risks. And it is a risk. He looks beastly. And he has a beastly 
temper, a venomous temper. You remember his row with Long Norton?"  

      "No; you always forget that I am a freshman."  

      "Ah, it was last winter. Of course. Well, you know the towpath along by the 
river. There were several fellows going along it, Bellingham in front, when they came on 
an old market-woman coming the other way. It had been raining -- you know what those 
fields are like when it has rained -- and the path ran between the river and a great puddle 
that was nearly as broad. Well, what does this swine do but keep the path, and push the 
old girl into the mud, where she and her marketings came to terrible grief. It was a 
blackguard thing to do, and Long Norton, who is as gentle a fellow as ever stepped, told 
him what he thought of it. One word led to another, and it ended in Norton laying his 
stick across the fellow's shoulders. There was the deuce of a fuss about it, and it's a treat 
to see the way in which Bellingham looks at Norton when they meet now. By Jove, 
Smith, it's nearly eleven o'clock!"  

      "No hurry. Light your pipe again.  

      "Not I. I'm supposed to be in training. Here I've been sitting gossiping when I 
ought to have been safely tucked up. I'll borrow your skull, if you can share it. Williams 
has had mine for a month. I'll take the little bones of your ear, too, if you are sure you 
won't need them. Thanks very much. Never mind a bag, I can carry them very well under 
my arm. Good-night, my son, and take my tip as to your neighbour."  

      When Hastie, bearing his anatomical plunder, had clattered off down the winding 
stair, Abercrombie Smith hurled his pipe into the wastepaper basket, and drawing his 
chair nearer to the lamp, plunged into a formidable green-covered volume, adorned with 
great colored maps of that strange internal kingdom of which we are the hapless and 



helpless monarchs. Though a freshman at Oxford, the student was not so in medicine, for 
he had worked for four years at Glasgow and at Berlin, and this coming examination 
would place him finally as a member of his profession. With his firm mouth, broad 
forehead, and clear-cut, somewhat hard-featured face, he was a man who, if he had no 
brilliant talent, was yet so dogged, so patient, and so strong that he might in the end 
overtop a more showy genius. A man who can hold his own among Scotchmen and North 
Germans is not a man to be easily set back. Smith had left a name at Glasgow and at 
Berlin, and he was bent now upon doing as much at Oxford, if hard work and devotion 
could accomplish it.  

      He had sat reading for about an hour, and the hands of the noisy carriage clock 
upon the side table were rapidly closing together upon the twelve, when a sudden sound 
fell upon the student's ear -- a sharp, rather shrill sound, like the hissing intake of a man's 
breath who gasps under some strong emotion. Smith laid down his book and slanted his 
ear to listen. There was no one on either side or above him, so that the interruption came 
certainly from the neighbour beneath -- the same neighbour of whom Hastie had given so 
unsavoury an account. Smith knew him only as a flabby, pale-faced man of silent and 
studious habits, a man, whose lamp threw a golden bar from the old turret even after he 
had extinguished his own. This community in lateness had formed a certain silent bond 
between them. It was soothing to Smith when the hours stole on towards dawning to feel 
that there was another so close who set as small a value upon his sleep as he did. Even 
now, as his thoughts turned towards him, Smith's feelings were kindly. Hastie was a good 
fellow, but he was rough, strong-fibred, with no imagination or sympathy. He could not 
tolerate departures from what he looked upon as the model type of manliness. If a man 
could not be measured by a public-school standard, then he was beyond the pale with 
Hastie. Like so many who are themselves robust, he was apt to confuse the constitution 
with the character, to ascribe to want of principle what was really a want of circulation. 
Smith, with his stronger mind, knew his friend's habit, and made allowance for it now as 
his thoughts turned towards the man beneath him.  

      There was no return of the singular sound, and Smith was about to turn to his 
work once more, when suddenly there broke out in the silence of the night a hoarse cry, a 
positive scream -- the call of a man who is moved and shaken beyond all control. Smith 
sprang out of his chair and dropped his book. He was a man of fairly firm fibre, but there 
was something in this sudden, uncontrollable shriek of horror which chilled his blood and 
pringled in his skin. Coming in such a place and at such an hour, it brought a thousand 
fantastic possibilities into his head. Should he rush down, or was it better to wait? He had 
all the national hatred of making a scene, and he knew so little of his neighbour that he 
would not lightly intrude upon his affairs. For a moment he stood in doubt and even as he 
balanced the matter there was a quick rattle of footsteps upon the stairs, and young 
Monkhouse Lee, half dressed and as white as ashes, burst into his room.  

      "Come down!" he gasped. Bellingham's ill."  

      Abercrombie Smith followed him closely down stairs into the sitting-room 
which was beneath his own, and intent as he was upon the matter in hand, he could not 



but take an amazed glance around him as he crossed the threshold. It was such a chamber 
as he had never seen before -- a museum rather than a study. Walls and ceiling were 
thickly covered with a thousand strange relics from Egypt and the East. Tall, angular 
figures bearing burdens or weapons stalked in an uncouth frieze round the apartments. 
Above were bull-headed, stork-headed, cat-headed, owl-headed statues, with viper-
crowned, almond-eyed monarchs, and strange, beetle-like deities cut out of the blue 
Egyptian lapis lazuli. Horus and Isis and Osiris peeped down from every niche and shelf, 
while across the ceiling a true son of Old Nile, a great, hanging-jawed crocodile, was 
slung in a double noose.  

      In the centre of this singular chamber was a large, square table, littered with 
papers, bottles, and the dried leaves of some graceful, palm-like plant. These varied 
objects had all been heaped together in order to make room for a mummy case, which 
had been conveyed from the wall, as was evident from the gap there, and laid across the 
front of the table. The mummy itself, a horrid, black, withered thing, like a charred head 
on a gnarled bush, was lying half out of the case, with its clawlike hand and bony forearm 
resting upon the table. Propped up against the sarcophagus was an old yellow scroll of 
papyrus, and in front of it, in a wooden armchair, sat the owner of the room, his head 
thrown back, his widely-opened eyes directed in a horrified stare to the crocodile above 
him, and his blue, thick lips puffing loudly with every expiration.  

      "My God! he's dying!" cried Monkhouse Lee distractedly.  

      He was a slim, handsome young fellow, olive-skinned and dark-eyed, of a 
Spanish rather than of an English type, with a Celtic intensity of manner which contrasted 
with the Saxon phlegm of Abercombie Smith.  

      "Only a faint, I think," said the medical student. "Just give me a hand with him. 
You take his feet. Now on to the sofa. Can you kick all those little wooden devils off? 
What a litter it is! Now he will be all right if we undo his collar and give him some water. 
What has he been up to at all?"  

      "I don't know. I heard him cry out. I ran up. I know him pretty well, you know. It 
is very good of you to come down."  

      "His heart is going like a pair of castanets," said Smith, laying his hand on the 
breast of the unconscious man. "He seems to me to be frightened all to pieces. Chuck the 
water over him! What a face he has got on him!"  

      It was indeed a strange and most repellent face, for colour and outline were 
equally unnatural. It was white, not with the ordinary pallor of fear but with an absolutely 
bloodless white, like the under side of a sole. He was very fat, but gave the impression of 
having at some time been considerably fatter, for his skin hung loosely in creases and 
folds, and was shot with a meshwork of wrinkles. Short, stubbly brown hair bristled up 
from his scalp, with a pair of thick, wrinkled ears protruding on either side. His light grey 
eyes were still open, the pupils dilated and the balls projecting in a fixed and horrid stare. 



It seemed to Smith as he looked down upon him that he had never seen nature's danger 
signals flying so plainly upon a man's countenance, and his thoughts turned more 
seriously to the warning which Hastie had given him an hour before.  

      "What the deuce can have frightened him so?" he asked.  

      "It's the mummy."  

      "The mummy? How, then?"  

      "I don't know. It's beastly and morbid. I wish he would drop it. It's the second 
fright he has given me. It was the same last winter. I found him just like this, with that 
horrid thing in front of him."  

      "What does he want with the mummy, then?"  

      "Oh, he's a crank, you know. It's his hobby. He knows more about these things 
than any man in England. But I wish he wouldn't! Ah, he's beginning to come to."  

      A faint tinge of colour had begun to steal back into Bellingham's ghastly cheeks, 
and his eyelids shivered like a sail after a calm. He clasped and unclasped his hands, drew 
a long, thin breath between his teeth, and suddenly jerking up his head, threw a glance of 
recognition around him. As his eyes fell upon the mummy, he sprang off the sofa, seized 
the roll of papyrus, thrust it into a drawer, turned the key, and then staggered back on to 
the sofa.  

      "What's up?" he asked. "What do you chaps want?"  

      "You've been shrieking out and making no end of a fuss," said Monkhouse Lee. 
"If our neighbour here from above hadn't come down, I'm sure I don't know what I should 
have done with you."  

 "Ah, it's Abercrombie Smith," said Bellingham, glancing up at him. "How very 
good of you to come in! What a fool I am! Oh, my God, what a fool I am!"  

      He sunk his head on to his hands, and burst into peal after peal of hysterical 
laughter.  

      "Look here! Drop it!" cried Smith, shaking him roughly by the shoulder.  

      "Your nerves are all in a jangle. You must drop these little midnight games with 
mummies, or you'll be going off your chump. You're all on wires now."  

     "I wonder," said Bellingham, "whether you would be as cool as I am if you had  

seen -"  



      "What then?"  

      "Oh, nothing. I meant that I wonder if you could sit up at night with a mummy 
without trying your nerves. I have no doubt that you are quite right. I dare say that I have 
been taking it out of myself too much lately. But I am all right now. Please don't go, 
though. Just wait for a few minutes until I am quite myself."  

      "The room is very close," remarked Lee, throwing open the window and letting 
in the cool night air.  

      "It's balsamic resin," said Bellingham. He lifted up one of the dried palmate 
leaves from the table and frizzled it over the chimney of the lamp. It broke away into 
heavy smoke wreaths, and a pungent, biting odour filled the chamber. "It's the sacred 
plant -- the plant of the priests," he remarked. "Do you know anything of Eastern 
languages, Smith?"  

      "Nothing at all. Not a word."  

      The answer seemed to lift a weight from the Egyptologist's mind.  

      "By-the-way," he continued, "how long was it from the time that you ran down, 
until I came to my senses?"  

      "Not long. Some four or five minutes."  

      "I thought it could not be very long," said he, drawing a long breath. "But what a 
strange thing unconsciousness is! There is no measurement to it. I could not tell from my 
own sensations if it were seconds or weeks. Now that gentleman on the table was packed 
up in the days of the eleventh dynasty, some forty centuries ago, and yet if he could find 
his tongue he would tell us that this lapse of time has been but a closing of the eyes and a 
reopening of them. He is a singularly fine mummy, Smith."  

      Smith stepped over to the table and looked down with a professional eye at the 
black and twisted form in front of him. The features, though horribly discoloured, were 
perfect, and two little nut-like eyes still lurked in the depths of the black, hollow sockets. 
The blotched skin was drawn tightly from bone to bone, and a tangled wrap of black 
coarse hair fell over the ears. Two thin teeth, like those of a rat, overlay the shrivelled 
lower lip. In its crouching position, with bent joints and craned head, there was a 
suggestion of energy about the horrid thing which made Smith's gorge rise. The gaunt 
ribs, with their parchment-like covering, were exposed, and the sunken, leaden-hued 
abdomen, with the long slit where the embalmer had left his mark; but the lower limbs 
were wrapt round with coarse yellow bandages. A number of little clove-like pieces of 
myrrh and of cassia were sprinkled over the body, and lay scattered on the inside of the 
case.  



      "I don't know his name," said Bellingham, passing his hand over the shrivelled 
head. "You see the outer sarcophagus with the inscriptions is missing. Lot 249 is all the 
title he has now. You see it printed on his case. That was his number in the auction at 
which I picked him up."  

      "He has been a very pretty sort of fellow in his day," remarked Abercrombie 
Smith.  

      "He has been a giant. His mummy is six feet seven in length, and that would be a 
giant over there, for they were never a very robust race. Feel these great knotted bones, 
too. He would be a nasty fellow to tackle."  

      "Perhaps these very hands helped to build the stones into the pyramids," 
suggested Monkhouse Lee, looking down with disgust in his eyes at the crooked, unclean 
talons.  

      "No fear. This fellow has been pickled in natron, and looked after in the most 
approved style. They did not serve hodsmen in that fashion. Salt or bitumen was enough 
for them. It has been calculated that this sort of thing cost about seven hundred and thirty 
pounds in our money. Our friend was a noble at the least. What do you make of that small 
inscription near his feet, Smith?"  

      "I told you that I know no Eastern tongue."  

      "Ah, so you did. It is the name of the embalmer, I take it. A very conscientious 
worker he must have been. I wonder how many modern works will survive four thousand 
years?"  

      He kept on speaking lightly and rapidly, but it was evident to Abercrombie Smith 
that he was still palpitating with fear. His hands shook, his lower lip trembled, and look 
where he would, his eye always came sliding round to his gruesome companion. Through 
all his fear, however, there was a suspicion of triumph in his tone and manner. His eye 
shone, and his footstep, as he paced the room, was brisk and jaunty. He gave the 
impression of a man who has gone through an ordeal, the marks of which he still bears 
upon him, but which has helped him to his end.  

     "You're not going yet?" he cried, as Smith rose from the sofa.  

      At the prospect of solitude, his fears seemed to crowd back upon him, and he 
stretched out a hand to detain him.  

      "Yes, I must go. I have my work to do. You are all right now. I think that with 
your nervous system you should take up some less morbid study."  

      "Oh, I am not nervous as a rule; and I have unwrapped mummies before."  



      "You fainted last time," observed Monkhouse Lee.  

      "Ah, yes, so I did. Well, I must have a nerve tonic or a course of electricity. You 
are not going, Lee?"  

      "I'll do whatever you wish, Ned."  

     "Then I'll come down with you and have a shake-down on your sofa. Good-
night, Smith. I am so sorry to have disturbed you with my foolishness."  

      They shook hands, and as the medical student stumbled up the spiral and 
irregular stair he heard a key turn in a door, and the steps of his two new acquaintances as 
they descended to the lower floor.  

      In this strange way began the acquaintance between Edward Bellingham and 
Abercrombie Smith, an acquaintance which the latter, at least, had no desire to push 
further. Bellingham, however, appeared to have taken a fancy to his rough-spoken 
neighbour, and made his advances in such a way that he could hardly be repulsed without 
absolute brutality. Twice he called to thank Smith for his assistance, and many times 
afterwards he looked in with books, papers, and such other civilities as two bachelor 
neighbours can offer each other. He was, as Smith soon found, a man of wide reading, 
with catholic tastes and an extraordinary memory. His manner, too, was so pleasing and 
suave that one came, after a time, to overlook his repellent appearance. For a jaded and 
wearied man he was no unpleasant companion, and Smith found himself, after a time, 
looking forward to his visits, and even returning them.  

      Clever as he undoubtedly was, however, the medical student seemed to detect a 
dash of insanity in the man. He broke out at times into a high, inflated style of talk which 
was in contrast with the simplicity of his life.  

      "It is a wonderful thing," he cried, "to feel that one can command powers of 
good and of evil -- a ministering angel or a demon of vengeance." And again, of 
Monkhouse Lee, he said, -- "Lee is a good fellow, an honest fellow, but he is without 
strength or ambition. He would not make a fit partner for a man with a great enterprise. 
He would not make a fit partner for me."  

      At such hints and innuendoes stolid Smith, puffing solemnly at his pipe, would 
simply raise his eyebrows and shake his head, with little interjections of medical wisdom 
as to earlier hours and fresher air.  

      One habit Bellingham had developed of late which Smith knew to be a frequent 
herald of a weakening mind. He appeared to be forever talking to himself. At late hours 
of the night, when there could be no visitor with him, Smith could still hear his voice 
beneath him in a low, muffled monologue, sunk almost to a whisper, and yet very audible 
in the silence. This solitary babbling annoyed and distracted the student, so that he spoke 
more than once to his neighbour about it. Bellingham, however, flushed up at the charge, 



and denied curtly that he had uttered a sound; indeed, he showed more annoyance over 
the matter than the occasion seemed to demand.  

      Had Abercrombie Smith had any doubt as to his own ears he had not to go far to 
find corroboration. Tom Styles, the little wrinkled man-servant who had attended to the 
wants of the lodgers in the turret for a longer time than any man's memory could carry 
him, was sorely put to it over the same matter.  

      "If you please, sir," said he, as he tidied down the top chamber one morning, "do 
you think Mr. Bellingham is all right, sir?"  

      "All right, Styles?"  

      "Yes sir. Right in his head, sir.  

      "Why should he not be, then?"  

      "Well, I don't know, sir. His habits has changed of late. He's not the same man 
he used to be, though I make free to say that he was never quite one of my gentlemen, 
like Mr. Hastie or yourself, sir. He's took to talkin' to himself something awful. I wonder 
it don't disturb you. I don't know what to make of him, sir."  

      "I don't know what business it is of yours, Styles."  

      "Well, I takes an interest, Mr. Smith. It may be forward of me, but I can't help it. 
I feel sometimes as if I was mother and father to my young gentlemen. It all falls on me 
when things go wrong and the relations come. But Mr. Bellingham, sir. I want to know 
what it is that walks about his room sometimes when he's out and when the door's locked 
on the outside."  

      "Eh I you're talking nonsense, Styles."  

      "Maybe so, sir; but I heard it more'n once with my own ears."  

      "Rubbish, Styles."  

      "Very good, sir. You'll ring the bell if you want me."  

     Abercrombie Smith gave little heed to the gossip of the old man-servant, but a 
small incident occurred a few days later which left an unpleasant effect upon his mind, 
and brought the words of Styles forcibly to his memory.  

      Bellingham had come up to see him late one night, and was entertaining him with 
an interesting account of the rock tombs of Beni Hassan in Upper Egypt, when Smith, 
whose hearing was remarkably acute, distinctly heard the sound of a door opening on the 
landing below.  



      "There's some fellow gone in or out of your room," he remarked.  

      Bellingham sprang up and stood helpless for a moment, with the expression of a 
man who is half incredulous and half afraid.  

      "I surely locked it. I am almost positive that I locked it," he stammered. "No one 
could have opened it."  

      "Why, I hear someone coming up the steps now," said Smith.  

      Bellingham rushed out through the door, slammed it loudly behind him, and 
hurried down the stairs. About half-way down Smith heard him stop, and thought he 
caught the sound of whispering. A moment later the door beneath him shut, a key creaked 
in a lock, and Bellingham, with beads of moisture upon his pale face, ascended the stairs 
once more, and re-entered the room.  

      "It's all right," he said, throwing himself down in a chair. "It was that fool of a 
dog. He had pushed the door open. I don't know how I came to forget to lock it."  

      "I didn't know you kept a dog," said Smith, looking very thoughtfully at the 
disturbed face of his companion.  

      "Yes, I haven't had him long. I must get rid of him. He's a great nuisance."  

      "He must be, if you find it so hard to shut him up. I should have thought that 
shutting the door would have been enough, without locking it."  

      "I want to prevent old Styles from letting him out. He's of some value, you know, 
and it would be awkward to lose him."  

      "I am a bit of a dog-fancier myself," said Smith, still gazing hard at his 
companion from the corner of his eyes. "Perhaps you'll let me have a look at it."  

      "Certainly. But I am afraid it cannot be to-night; I have an appointment. Is that 
clock right? Then I am a quarter of an hour late already. You'll excuse me, I am sure."  

      He picked up his cap and hurried from the room. In spite of his appointment, 
Smith heard him re-enter his own chamber and lock his door upon the inside.  

      This interview left a disagreeable impression upon the medical student's mind. 
Bellingham had lied to him, and lied so clumsily that it looked as if he had desperate 
reasons for concealing the truth. Smith knew that his neighbour had no dog. He knew, 
also, that the step which he had heard upon the stairs was not the step of an animal. But if 
it were not, then what could it be? There was old Styles's statement about the something 
which used to pace the room at times when the owner was absent. Could it be a woman? 
Smith rather inclined to the view. If so, it would mean disgrace and expulsion to 



Bellingham if it were discovered by the authorities, so that his anxiety and falsehoods 
might be accounted for. And yet it was inconceivable that an undergraduate could keep a 
woman in his rooms without being instantly detected. Be the explanation what it might, 
there was something ugly about it, and Smith determined, as he turned to his books, to 
discourage all further attempts at intimacy on the part of his soft-spoken and ill-favoured 
neighbour.  

      But his work was destined to interruption that night. He had hardly caught tip the 
broken threads when a firm, heavy footfall came three steps at a time from below, and 
Hastie, in blazer and flannels, burst into the room.  

      "Still at it!" said he, plumping down into his wonted arm-chair. "What a chap 
you are to stew! I believe an earthquake might come and knock Oxford into a cocked hat, 
and you would sit perfectly placid with your books among the rains. However, I won't 
bore you long. Three whiffs of baccy, and I am off."  

      "What's the news, then?" asked Smith, cramming a plug of bird's-eye into his 
briar with his forefinger.  

      "Nothing very much. Wilson made 70 for the freshmen against the eleven. They 
say that they will play him instead of Buddicomb, for Buddicomb is clean off colour. He 
used to be able to bowl a little, but it's nothing but half-vollies and long hops now."  

      "Medium right," suggested Smith, with the intense gravity which comes upon a 
'varsity man when he speaks of athletics.  

      "Inclining to fast, with a work from leg. Comes with the arm about three inches 
or so. He used to be nasty on a wet wicket. Oh, by-the-way, have you heard about Long 
Norton?"  

      "What's that?"  

      "He's been attacked."  

      "Attacked?"  

      "Yes, just as he was turning out of the High Street, and within a hundred yards of 
the gate of Old's."  

      But who -- -- "  

      "Ah, that's the rub! If you said `what,' you would be more grammatical. Norton 
swears that it was not human, and, indeed, from the scratches on his throat, I should be 
inclined to agree with him."  

      "What, then? Have we come down to spooks?"  



      Abercrombie Smith puffed his scientific contempt.  

      "Well, no; I don't think that is quite the idea, either. I am inclined to think that if 
any showman has lost a great ape lately, and the brute is in these parts, a jury would find 
a true bill against it. Norton passes that way every night, you know, about the same hour. 
There's a tree that hangs low over the path -- the big elm from Rainy's garden. Norton 
thinks the thing dropped on him out of the tree. Anyhow, he was nearly strangled by two 
arms, which, he says, were as strong and as thin as steel bands. He saw nothing; only 
those beastly arms that tightened and tightened on him. He yelled his head nearly off, and 
a couple of chaps came running, and the thing went over the wall like a cat. He never got 
a fair sight of it the whole time. It gave Norton a shake up, I can tell you. I tell him it has 
been as good as a change at the sea-side for him."  

      "A garrotter, most likely," said Smith.  

      "Very possibly. Norton says not; but we don't mind what he says. The garrotter 
had long nails, and was pretty smart at swinging himself over walls. By-the-way, your 
beautiful neighbour would be pleased if he heard about it. He had a grudge against 
Norton, and he's not a man, from what I know of him, to forget his little debts. But hallo, 
old chap, what have you got in your noddle?"  

      "Nothing," Smith answered curtly.  

      He had started in his chair, and the look had flashed over his face which comes 
upon a man who is struck suddenly by some unpleasant idea.  

      "You looked as if something I had said had taken you on the raw. By-the-way, 
you have made the acquaintance of Master B. since I looked in last, have you not? Young 
Monkhouse Lee told me something to that effect."  

      "Yes; I know him slightly. He has been up here once or twice."  

      "Well, you're big enough and ugly enough to take care of yourself. He's not what 
I should call exactly a healthy sort of Johnny, though, no doubt, he's very clever, and all 
that. But you'll soon find out for yourself. Lee is all right; he's a very decent little fellow. 
Well, so long, old chap! I row Mullins for the Vice-Chancellor's pot on Wednesday week, 
so mind you come down, in case I don't see you before."  

     Bovine Smith laid down his pipe and turned stolidly to his books once more. But 
with all the will in the world, he found it very hard to keep his mind upon his work. It 
would slip away to brood upon the man beneath him, and upon the little mystery which 
hung round his chambers. Then his thoughts turned to this singular attack of which Hastie 
had spoken, and to the grudge which Bellingham was said to owe the object of it. The 
two ideas would persist in rising together in his mind, as though there were some close 
and intimate connection between them. And yet the suspicion was so dim and vague that 
it could not be put down in words.  



      "Confound the chap!" cried Smith, as he shied his book on pathology across the 
room. "He has spoiled my night's reading, and that's reason enough, if there were no 
other, why I should steer clear of him in the future."  

      For ten days the medical student confined himself so closely to his studies that he 
neither saw nor heard anything of either of the men beneath him. At the hours when 
Bellingham had been accustomed to visit him, he took care to sport his oak, and though 
he more than once heard a knocking at his outer door, he resolutely refused to answer it. 
One afternoon, however, he was descending the stairs when, just as he was passing it, 
Bellingham's door flew open, and young Monkhouse Lee came out with his eyes 
sparkling and a dark flush of anger upon his olive cheeks. Close at his heels followed 
Bellingham, his fat, unhealthy face all quivering with malignant passion.  

      "You fool!" he hissed. "You'll be sorry."  

      "Very likely," cried the other. "Mind what I say. It's off! I won't hear of it!"  

      "You've promised, anyhow."  

      "Oh, I'll keep that! I won't speak. But I'd rather little Eva was in her grave. Once 
for all, it's off. She'll do what I say. We don't want to see you again."  

      So much Smith could not avoid hearing, but he hurried on, for he had no wish to 
be involved in their dispute. There had been a serious breach between them, that was 
clear enough, and Lee was going to cause the engagement with his sister to be broken off. 
Smith thought of Hastie's comparison of the toad and the dove, and was glad to think that 
the matter was at an end. Bellingham's face when he was in a passion was not pleasant to 
look upon. He was not a man to whom an innocent girl could be trusted for life. As he 
walked, Smith wondered languidly what could have caused the quarrel, and what the 
promise might be which Bellingham had been so anxious that Monkhouse Lee should 
keep.  

     It was the day of the sculling match between Hastie and Mullins, and a stream 
of men were making their way down to the banks of the Isis. A May sun was shining 
brightly, and the yellow path was barred with the black shadows of the tall elm-trees. On 
either side the grey colleges lay back from the road, the hoary old mothers of minds 
looking out from their high, mullioned windows at the tide of young life which swept so 
merrily past them. Black-clad tutors, prim officials, pale reading men, brown-faced, 
straw-hatted young athletes in white sweaters or many-coloured blazers, all were 
hurrying towards the blue winding river which curves through the Oxford meadows.  

      Abercrombie Smith, with the intuition of an old oarsman, chose his position at 
the point where he knew that the struggle, if there were a struggle, would come. Far off 
he heard the hum which announced the start, the gathering roar of the approach, the 
thunder of running feet, and the shouts of the men in the boats beneath him. A spray of 
half-clad, deep-breathing runners shot past him, and craning over their shoulders, he saw 



Hastie pulling a steady thirty-six, while his opponent, with a jerky forty, was a good 
boat's length behind him. Smith gave a cheer for his friend, and pulling out his watch, 
was starting off again for his chambers, when he felt a touch upon his shoulder, and 
found that young Monkhouse Lee was beside him.  

      "I saw you there," he said, in a timid, deprecating way. "I wanted to speak to 
you, if you could spare me a half-hour. This cottage is mine. I share it with Harrington of 
King's. Come in and have a cup of tea."  

      "I must be back presently," said Smith. "I am hard on the grind at present. But 
I'll come in for a few minutes with pleasure. I wouldn't have come out only Hastie is a 
friend of mine."  

      "So he is of mine. Hasn't he a beautiful style? Mullins wasn't in it. But come into 
the cottage. It's a little den of a place, but it is pleasant to work in during the summer 
months."  

      It was a small, square, white building, with green doors and shutters, and a rustic 
trellis-work porch, standing back some fifty yards from the river's bank. Inside, the main 
room was roughly fitted up as a study -- deal table, unpainted shelves with books, and a 
few cheap oleographs upon the wall. A kettle sang upon a spirit-stove, and there were tea 
things upon a tray on the table.  

      "Try that chair and have a cigarette," said Lee. "Let me pour you out a cup of 
tea. It's so good of you to come in, for I know that your time is a good deal taken up. I 
wanted to say to you that, if I were you, I should change my rooms at once."  

      "Eh?"  

      Smith sat staring with a lighted match in one hand and his unlit cigarette in the 
other.  

      "Yes; it must seem very extraordinary, and the worst of it is that I cannot give 
my reasons, for I am under a solemn promise -- a very solemn promise. But I may go so 
far as to say that I don't think Bellingham is a very safe man to live near. I intend to camp 
out here as much as I can for a time."  

      "Not safe! What do you mean?"  

     "Ah, that's what I mustn't say. But do take my advice, and move your rooms. We 
had a grand row to-day. You must have heard us, for you came down the stairs."  

      "I saw that you had fallen out."  

      "He's a horrible chap, Smith. That is the only word for him. I have had doubts 
about him ever since that night when he fainted -- you remember, when you came down. 



I taxed him to-day, and he told me things that made my hair rise, and wanted me to stand 
in with him. I'm not strait-laced, but I am a clergyman's son, you know, and I think there 
are some things which are quite beyond the pale. I only thank God that I found him out 
before it was too late, for he was to have married into my family."  

      "This is all very fine, Lee," said Abercrombie Smith curtly. "But either you are 
saying a great deal too much or a great deal too little."  

      "I give you a warning."  

      "If there is real reason for warning, no promise can bind you. If I see a rascal 
about to blow a place up with dynamite no pledge will stand in my way of preventing 
him."  

      "Ah, but I cannot prevent him, and I can do nothing but warn you."  

      "Without saying what you warn me against."  

      "Against Bellingham."  

      "But that is childish. Why should I fear him, or any man?"  

      "I can't tell you. I can only entreat you to change your rooms. You are in danger 
where you are. I don't even say that Bellingham would wish to injure you. But it might 
happen, for he is a dangerous neighbour just now."  

      "Perhaps I know more than you think," said Smith, looking keenly at the young 
man's boyish, earnest face. "Suppose I tell you that some one else shares Bellingham's 
rooms."  

      Monkhouse Lee sprang from his chair in uncontrollable excitement.  

      "You know, then?" he gasped.  

      "A woman."  

      Lee dropped back again with a groan.  

      "My lips are sealed," he said. "I must not speak."  

      "Well, anyhow," said Smith, rising, "it is not likely that I should allow myself to 
be frightened out of rooms which suit me very nicely. It would be a little too feeble for 
me to move out all my goods and chattels because you say that Bellingham might in 
some unexplained way do me an injury. I think that I'll just take my chance, and stay 
where I am, and as I see that it's nearly five o'clock, I must ask you to excuse me."  



     He bade the young student adieu in a few curt words, and made his way 
homeward through the sweet spring evening feeling half-ruffled, half-amused, as any 
other strong, unimaginative man might who has been menaced by a vague and shadowy 
danger.  

      There was one little indulgence which Abercrombie Smith always allowed 
himself, however closely his work might press upon him. Twice a week, on the Tuesday 
and the Friday, it was his invariable custom to walk over to Farlingford, the residence of 
Dr. Plumptree Peterson, situated about a mile and a half out of Oxford. Peterson had been 
a close friend of Smith's elder brother Francis, and as he was a bachelor, fairly well-to-
do, with a good cellar and a better library, his house was a pleasant goal for a man who 
was in need of a brisk walk. Twice a week, then, the medical student would swing out 
there along the dark country roads, and spend a pleasant hour in Peterson's comfortable 
study, discussing, over a glass of old port, the gossip of the 'varsity or the latest 
developments of medicine or of surgery.  

      On the day which followed his interview with Monkhouse Lee, Smith shut up his 
books at a quarter past eight, the hour when he usually started for his friend's house. As 
he was leaving his room, however, his eyes chanced to fall upon one of the books which 
Bellingham had lent him, and his conscience pricked him for not having returned it. 
However repellent the man might be, he should not be treated with discourtesy. Taking 
the book, he walked downstairs and knocked at his neighbour's door. There was no 
answer; but on turning the handle he found that it was unlocked. Pleased at the thought of 
avoiding an interview, he stepped inside, and placed the book with his card upon the 
table.  

      The lamp was turned half down, but Smith could see the details of the room 
plainly enough. It was all much as he had seen it before -- the frieze, the animal-headed 
gods, the banging crocodile, and the table littered over with papers and dried leaves. The 
mummy case stood upright against the wall, but the mummy itself was missing. There 
was no sign of any second occupant of the room, and he felt as he withdrew that he had 
probably done Bellingham an injustice. Had he a guilty secret to preserve, he would 
hardly leave his door open so that all the world might enter.  

      The spiral stair was as black as pitch, and Smith was slowly making his way 
down its irregular steps, when he was suddenly conscious that something had passed him 
in the darkness. There was a faint sound, a whiff of air, a light brushing past his elbow, 
but so slight that he could scarcely be certain of it. He stopped and listened, but the wind 
was rustling among the ivy outside, and he could hear nothing else.  

      "Is that you, Styles?" he shouted.  

      There was no answer, and all was still behind him. It must have been a sudden 
gust of air, for there were crannies and cracks in the old turret. And yet he could almost 
have sworn that be heard a footfall by his very side. He had emerged into the quadrangle, 



still turning the matter over in his head, when a man came running swiftly across the 
smooth-cropped lawn.  

      "Is that you, Smith?"  

      "Hullo, Hastie!"  

      "For God's sake come at once! Young Lee is drowned! Here's Harrington of 
King's with the news. The doctor is out. You'll do, but come along at once. There may be 
life in him."  

      "Have you brandy?"  

      "No. "  

      "I'll bring some. There's a flask on my table."  

      Smith bounded up the stairs, taking three at a time, seized the flask, and was 
rushing down with it, when, as he passed Bellingham's room, his eyes fell upon 
something which left him gasping and staring upon the landing.  

      The door, which he had closed behind him, was now open, and right in front of 
him, with the lamp-light shining upon it, was the mummy case. Three minutes ago it had 
been empty. He could swear to that. Now it framed the lank body of its horrible occupant, 
who stood, grim and stark, with his black shrivelled face towards the door. The form was 
lifeless and inert, but it seemed to Smith as he gazed that there Still lingered a lurid spark 
of vitality, some faint sign of consciousness in the little eyes which lurked in the depths 
of the hollow sockets. So astounded and shaken was he that he had forgotten his errand, 
and was still staring at the lean, sunken figure when the voice of his friend below recalled 
him to himself.  

      "Come on, Smith!" he shouted. "It's life and death, you know. Hurry up! Now, 
then," he added, as the medical student reappeared, "let us do a sprint. It is well under a 
mile, and we should do it in five minutes. A human life is better worth running for than a 
pot."  

      Neck and neck they dashed through the darkness, and did not pull up until, 
panting and spent, they had reached the little cottage by the river. Young Lee, limp and 
dripping like a broken water-plant, was stretched upon the sofa, the green scum of the 
river upon his black hair, and a fringe of white foam upon his leaden-hued lips. Beside 
him knelt his fellow-student Harrington, endeavouring to chafe some warmth back into 
his rigid limbs.  

      "I think there's life in him," said Smith, with his hand to the lad's side. "Put your 
watch glass to his lips. Yes, there's dimming on it. You take one arm, Hastie. Now work 
it as I do, and we'll soon pull him round."  



      For ten minutes they worked in silence, inflating and depressing the chest of the 
unconscious man. At the end of that time a shiver ran through his body, his lips trembled, 
and he opened his eyes. The three students burst out into an irrepressible cheer.  

      "Wake up, old chap. You've frightened us quite enough."  

      "Have some brandy. Take a sip from the flask."  

      "He's all right now," said his companion Harrington. "Heavens, what a fright I 
got! I was reading here, and he had gone for a stroll as far as the river, when I heard a 
scream and a splash. Out I ran, and by the time that I could find him and fish him out, all 
life seemed to have gone. Then Simpson couldn't get a doctor, for he has a game-leg, and 
I had to run, and I don't know what I'd have done without you fellows. That's right, old 
chap. Sit up."  

      Monkhouse Lee had raised himself on his hands, and looked wildly about him.  

      "What's up?" he asked. "I've been in the water. Ah, yes; I remember."  

      A look of fear came into his eyes, and he sank his face into his hands.  

      "How did you fall in?"  

      "I didn't fall in."  

      "How, then?"  

      "I was thrown in. I was standing by the bank, and something from behind picked 
me up like a feather and hurled me in. I heard nothing, and I saw nothing. But I know 
what it was, for all that."  

      "And so do I, " whispered Smith.  

      Lee looked up with a quick glance of surprise. "You've learned, then!" he said. 
"You remember the advice I gave you?"  

      "Yes, and I begin to think that I shall take it."  

      "I don't know what the deuce you fellows are talking about," said Hastie, "but I 
think, if I were you, Harrington, I should get Lee to bed at once. It will be time enough to 
discuss the why and the wherefore when he is a little stronger. I think, Smith, you and I 
can leave him alone now. I am walking back to college; if you are coming in that 
direction, we can have a chat."  

      But it was little chat that they had upon their homeward path. Smith's mind was 
too full of the incidents of the evening, the absence of the mummy from his neighbour's 



rooms, the step that passed him on the stair, the reappearance -- the extraordinary, 
inexplicable reappearance of the grisly thing -- and then this attack upon Lee, 
corresponding so closely to the previous outrage upon another man against whom 
Bellingham bore a grudge. All this settled in his thoughts, together with the many little 
incidents which had previously turned him against his neighbour, and the singular 
circumstances under which he was first called in to him. What had been a dim suspicion, 
a vague, fantastic conjecture, had suddenly taken form, and stood out in his mind as a 
grim fact, a thing not to be denied. And yet, how monstrous it was! how unheard of! how 
entirely beyond all bounds of human experience. An impartial judge, or even the friend 
who walked by his side, would simply tell him that his eyes had deceived him, that the 
mummy had been there all the time, that young Lee had tumbled into the river as any 
other man tumbles into a river, and that a blue pill was the best thing for a disordered 
liver. He felt that he would have said as much if the positions had been reversed. And yet 
he could swear that Bellingham was a murderer at heart, and that he wielded a weapon 
such as no man had ever used in all the grim history of crime.  

      Hastie had branched off to his rooms with a few crisp and emphatic comments 
upon his friend's unsociability, and Abercrombie Smith crossed the quadrangle to his 
corner turret with a strong feeling of repulsion for his chambers and their associations. He 
would take Lee's advice, and move his quarters as soon as possible, for how could a man 
study when his ear was ever straining for every murmur or footstep in the room below? 
He observed, as he crossed over the lawn, that the light was still shining in Bellingham's 
window, and as he passed up the staircase the door opened, and the man himself looked 
out at him. With his fat, evil face he was like some bloated spider fresh from the weaving 
of his poisonous web.  

      "Good-evening," said he. "Won't you come in?"  

      "No," cried Smith, fiercely.  

      "No? You are busy as ever? I wanted to ask you about Lee. I was sorry to hear 
that there was a rumour that something was amiss with him."  

      His features were grave, but there was the gleam of a hidden laugh in his eyes as 
he spoke. Smith saw it, and he could have knocked him down for it.  

      "You'll be sorrier still to hear that Monkhouse Lee is doing very well, and is out 
of all danger," he answered. "Your hellish tricks have not come off this time. Oh, you 
needn't try to brazen it out. I know all about it."  

      Bellingham took a step back from the angry student, and half-closed the door as 
if to protect himself.  

      "You are mad," he said. What do you mean? Do you assert that I had anything to 
do with Lee's accident?"  



      "Yes," thundered Smith. "You and that bag of bones behind you; you worked it 
between you. I tell you what it is, Master B., they have given up burning folk like you, 
but we still keep a hangman, and, by George! if any man in this college meets his death 
while you are here, I'll have you up, and if you don't swing for it, it won't be my fault. 
You'll find that your filthy Egyptian tricks won't answer in England."  

      "You're a raving lunatic," said Bellingham.  

      "All right. You just remember what I say, for you'll find that I'll be better than my 
word."  

      The door slammed, and Smith went fuming up to his chamber, where he locked 
the door upon the inside, and spent half the night in smoking his old briar and brooding 
over the strange events of the evening.  

      Next morning Abercrombie Smith heard nothing of his neighbour, but 
Harrington called upon him in the afternoon to say that Lee was almost himself again. All 
day Smith stuck fast to his work, but in the evening he determined to pay the visit to his 
friend Dr. Peterson upon which he had started upon the night before. A good walk and a 
friendly chat would be welcome to his jangled nerves.  

      Bellingham's door was shut as he passed, but glancing back when he was some 
distance from the turret, he saw his neighbour's head at the window outlined against the 
lamp-light, his face pressed apparently against the glass as he gazed out into the darkness. 
It was a blessing to be away from all contact with him, but if for a few hours, and Smith 
stepped out briskly, and breathed the soft spring air into his lungs. The half-moon lay in 
the west between two Gothic pinnacles, and threw upon the silvered street a dark tracery 
from the stone-work above. There was a brisk breeze, and light, fleecy clouds drifted 
swiftly across the sky. Old's was on the very border of the town, and in five minutes 
Smith found himself beyond the houses and between the hedges of a May-scented 
Oxfordshire lane.  

      It was a lonely and little frequented road which led to his friend's house. Early as 
it was, Smith did not meet a single soul upon his way. He walked briskly along until he 
came to the avenue gate, which opened into the long gravel drive leading up to 
Farlingford. In front of him he could see the cosy red light of the windows glimmering 
through the foliage. He stood with his hand upon the iron latch of the swinging gate, and 
he glanced back at the road along which he had come. Something was coming swiftly 
down it.  

      It moved in the shadow of the hedge, silently and furtively, a dark, crouching 
figure, dimly visible against the black background. Even as he gazed back at it, it had 
lessened its distance by twenty paces, and was fast closing upon him. Out of the darkness 
he had a glimpse of a scraggy neck, and of two eyes that will ever haunt him in his 
dreams. He turned, and with a cry of terror he ran for his life up the avenue. There were 



the red lights, the signals of safety, almost within a stone's throw of him. He was a 
famous runner, but never had he run as he ran that night.  

      The heavy gate had swung into place behind him, but he heard it dash open again 
before his pursuer. As he rushed madly and wildly through the night, he could hear a 
swift, dry patter behind him, and could see, as he threw back a glance, that this horror 
was bounding like a tiger at his heels, with blazing eyes and one stringy arm out thrown. 
Thank God, the door was ajar. He could see the thin bar of light which shot from the 
lamp in the hall. Nearer yet sounded the clatter from behind. He heard a hoarse gurgling 
at his very shoulder. With a shriek he flung himself against the door, slammed and bolted 
it behind him, and sank half-fainting on to the hall chair.  

      "My goodness, Smith, what's the matter?" asked Peterson, appearing at the door 
of his study.  

      "Give me some brandy!"  

      Peterson disappeared, and came rushing out again with a glass and a decanter.  

      "You need it," he said, as his visitor drank off what he poured out for him. "Why, 
man, you are as white as a cheese."  

      Smith laid down his glass, rose up, and took a deep breath.  

      "I am my own man again now," said he. "I was never so unmanned before. But, 
with your leave, Peterson, I will sleep here to-night, for I don't think I could face that 
road again except by daylight. It's weak, I know, but I can't help it."  

      Peterson looked at his visitor with a very questioning eye.  

      "Of course you shall sleep here if you wish. I'll tell Mrs. Burney to make up the 
spare bed. Where are you off to now?"  

      "Come up with me to the window that overlooks the door. I want you to see what 
I have seen."  

      They went up to the window of the upper hall whence they could look down 
upon the approach to the house. The drive and the fields on either side lay quiet and still, 
bathed in the peaceful moonlight.  

      "Well, really, Smith," remarked Peterson, "it is well that I know you to be an 
abstemious man. What in the world can have frightened you?"  

      "I'll tell you presently. But where can it have gone? Ah, now look, look! See the 
curve of the road just beyond your gate."  



      "Yes, I see; you needn't pinch my arm off. I saw someone pass. I should say a 
man, rather thin, apparently, and tall, very tall. But what of him? And what of yourself? 
You are still shaking like an aspen leaf."  

      "I have been within hand-grip of the devil, that's all. But come down to your 
study, and I shall tell you the whole story."  

      He did so. Under the cheery lamplight, with a glass of wine on the table beside 
him, and the portly form and florid face of his friend in front, he narrated, in their order, 
all the events, great and small, which had formed so singular a chain, from the night on 
which he had found Bellingham fainting in front of the mummy case until his horrid 
experience of an hour ago.  

      "There now," he said as he concluded, "that's the whole black business. It is 
monstrous and incredible, but it is true."  

      Dr. Plumptree Peterson sat for some time in silence with a very puzzled 
expression upon his face.  

     "I never heard of such a thing in my life, never!" he said at last. "You have told 
me the facts. Now tell me your inferences."  

      "You can draw your own."  

      "But I should like to hear yours. You have thought over the matter, and I have 
not."  

      "Well, it must be a little vague in detail, but the main points seem to me to be 
clear enough. This fellow Bellingham, in his Eastern studies, has got hold of some 
infernal secret by which a mummy -- or possibly only this particular mummy -- can be 
temporarily brought to life. He was trying this disgusting business on the night when he 
fainted. No doubt the sight of the creature moving had shaken his nerve, even though he 
had expected it. You remember that almost the first words he said were to call out upon 
himself as a fool. Well, he got more hardened afterwards, and carried the matter through 
without fainting. The vitality which he could put into it was evidently only a passing 
thing, for I have seen it continually in its case as dead as this table. He has some elaborate 
process, I fancy, by which he brings the thing to pass. Having done it, he naturally 
bethought him that he might use the creature as an agent. It has intelligence and it has 
strength. For some purpose he took Lee into his confidence; but Lee, like a decent 
Christian, would have nothing to do with such a business. Then they had a row, and Lee 
vowed that he would tell his sister of Bellingham's true character. Bellingham's game was 
to prevent him, and he nearly managed it, by setting this creature of his on his track. He 
had already tried its powers upon another man -- Norton -- towards whom he had a 
grudge. It is the merest chance that he has not two murders upon his soul. Then, when I 
taxed him with the matter, he had the strongest reasons for wishing to get me out of the 
way before I could convey my knowledge to anyone else. He got his chance when I went 



out, for he knew my habits, and where I was bound for. I have had a narrow shave, 
Peterson, and it is mere luck you didn't find me on your doorstep in the morning. I'm not 
a nervous man as a rule, and I never thought to have the fear of death put upon me as it 
was to-night."  

      "My dear boy, you take the matter too seriously," said his companion. "Your 
nerves are out of order with your work, and you make too much of it. How could such a 
thing as this stride about the streets of Oxford, even at night, without being seen?"  

      "It has been seen. There is quite a scare in the town about an escaped ape, as they 
imagine the creature to be. It is the talk of the place."  

      "Well, it's a striking chain of events. And yet, my dear fellow, you must allow that 
each incident in itself is capable of a more natural explanation."  

      "What! even my adventure of to-night?"  

      "Certainly. You come out with your nerves all unstrung, and your head full of 
this theory of yours. Some gaunt, half-famished tramp steals after you, and seeing you 
run, is emboldened to pursue you. Your fears and imagination do the rest."  

      "It won't do, Peterson; it won't do."  

      "And again, in the instance of your finding the mummy case empty, and then a 
few moments later with an occupant, you know that it was lamplight, that the lamp was 
half turned down, and that you had no special reason to look hard at the case. It is quite 
possible that you may have overlooked the creature in the first instance."  

      "No, no; it is out of the question."  

      "And then Lee may have fallen into the river, and Norton been garrotted. It is 
certainly a formidable indictment that you have against Bellingham; but if you were to 
place it before a police magistrate, he would simply laugh in your face."  

      "I know he would. That is why I mean to take the matter into my own hands."  

      "Eh?"  

      "Yes; I feel that a public duty rests upon me, and, besides, I must do it for my own 
safety, unless I choose to allow myself to be hunted by this beast out of the college, and 
that would be a little too feeble. I have quite made up my mind what I shall do. And first 
of all, may I use your paper and pens for an hour?"  

      Most certainly. You will find all that you want upon that side table."  



      Abercrombie Smith sat down before a sheet of foolscap, and for an hour, and 
then for a second hour his pen travelled swiftly over it. Page after page was finished and 
tossed aside while his friend leaned back in his arm-chair, looking across at him with 
patient curiosity. At last, with an exclamation of satisfaction, Smith sprang to his feet, 
gathered his papers up into order, and laid the last one upon Peterson's desk.  

      "Kindly sign this as a witness," he said.  

      "A witness? Of what?"  

      "Of my signature, and of the date. The date is the most important. Why, Peterson, 
my life might hang upon it."  

      "My dear Smith, you are talking wildly. Let me beg you to go to bed."  

      "On the contrary, I never spoke so deliberately in my life. And I will promise to 
go to bed the moment you have signed it."  

      "But what is it?"  

      "It is a statement of all that I have been telling you to-night. I wish you to witness 
it."  

      "Certainly," said Peterson, signing his name under that of his companion. "There 
you are! But what is the idea?"  

      "You will kindly retain it, and produce it in case I am arrested."  

      "Arrested? For what?"  

      "For murder. It is quite on the cards. I wish to be ready for every event. There is 
only one course open to me, and I am determined to take it."  

      "For Heaven's sake, don't do anything rash!"  

      "Believe me, it would be far more rash to adopt any other course. I hope that we 
won't need to bother you, but it will ease my mind to know that you have this statement 
of my motives. And now I am ready to take your advice and to go to roost, for I want to 
be at my best in the morning."  

      Abercrombie Smith was not an entirely pleasant man to have as an enemy. Slow 
and easy tempered, he was formidable when driven to action. He brought to every 
purpose in life the same deliberate resoluteness which had distinguished him as a 
scientific student. He had laid his studies aside for a day, but he intended that the day 
should not be wasted. Not a word did he say to his host as to his plans, but by nine 
o'clock he was well on his way to Oxford.  



      In the High Street he stopped at Clifford's, the gun-maker's, and bought a heavy 
revolver, with a box of central-fire cartridges. Six of them he slipped into the chambers, 
and half-cocking the weapon, placed it in the pocket of his coat. He then made his way to 
Hastie's rooms, where the big oarsman was lounging over his breakfast, with the Sporting 
Times propped up against the coffeepot.  

      "Hullo! What's up?" he asked. Have some coffee?"  

      "No, thank you. I want you to come with me, Hastie, and do what I ask you."  

      "Certainly, my boy."  

      "And bring a heavy stick with you."  

      "Hullo!" Hastie stared. "Here's a hunting-crop that would fell an ox."  

     One other thing. You have a box of amputating knives. Give me the longest of 
them."  

      "There you are. You seem to be fairly on the war trail. Anything else?"  

      "No; that will do." Smith placed the knife inside his coat, and led the way to the 
quadrangle. We are neither of us chickens, Hastie," said he. "I think I can do this job 
alone, but I take you as a precaution. I am going to have a little talk with Bellingham. If I 
have only him to deal with, I won't, of course, need you. If I shout, however, up you 
come, and lam out with your whip as hard as you can lick. Do you understand?"  

      "All right. I'll come if I hear you bellow."  

      "Stay here, then. It may be a little time, but don't budge until I come down."  

      "I'm a fixture."  

      Smith ascended the stairs, opened Bellingham's door and stepped in. Bellingham 
was seated behind his table, writing. Beside him, among his litter of strange possessions, 
towered the mummy case, with its sale number 249 still stuck upon its front, and its 
hideous occupant stiff and stark within it. Smith looked very deliberately round him, 
closed the door, locked it, took the key from the inside, and then stepping across to the 
fireplace, struck a match and set the fire alight. Bellingham sat staring, with amazement 
and rage upon his bloated face.  

      "Well, really now, you make yourself at home," he gasped.  

      Smith sat himself deliberately down, placing his watch upon the table, drew out 
his pistol, cocked it, and laid it in his lap. Then he took the long amputating knife from 
his bosom, and threw it down in front of Bellingham.  



      "Now, then," said he, "just get to work and cut up that mummy."  

     "Oh, is that it?" said Bellingham with a sneer.  

      "Yes, that is it. They tell me that the law can't touch you. But I have a law that 
will set matters straight. If in five minutes you have not set to work, I swear by the God 
who made me that I will put a bullet through your brain!  

      "You would murder me?"  

      Bellingham had half risen, and his face was the colour of putty.  

      "Yes."  

      "And for what?"  

      "To stop your mischief. One minute has gone."  

      "But what have I done?"  

      "I know and you know."  

      "This is mere bullying."  

      "Two minutes are gone."  

      "But you must give reasons. You are a madman -- a dangerous madman. Why 
should I destroy my own property? It is a valuable mummy."  

      "You must cut it up, and you must burn it."  

"I will do no such thing."  

      "Four minutes are gone."  

      Smith took up the pistol and he looked towards Bellingham with an inexorable 
face. As the second-hand stole round, he raised his hand, and the finger twitched upon the 
trigger.  

      "There! there! I'll do it!" screamed Bellingham.  

      In frantic haste he caught up the knife and hacked at the figure of the mummy, 
ever glancing round to see the eye and the weapon of his terrible visitor bent upon him. 
The creature crackled and snapped under every stab of the keen blade. A thick yellow 
dust rose up from it. Spices and dried essences rained down upon the floor. Suddenly, 



with a rending crack, its backbone snapped asunder, and it fell, a brown heap of 
sprawling limbs, upon the floor.  

      "Now into the fire!" said Smith.  

      The flames leaped and roared as the dried and tinderlike debris was piled upon it. 
The little room was like the stoke-hole of a steamer and the sweat ran down the faces of 
the two men; but still the one stooped and worked, while the other sat watching him with 
a set face. A thick, fat smoke oozed out from the fire, and a heavy smell of burned rosin 
and singed hair filled the air. In a quarter of an hour a few charred and brittle sticks were 
all that was left of Lot No. 249.  

     "Perhaps that will satisfy you," snarled Bellingham, with hate and fear in his little 
grey eyes as he glanced back at his tormenter.  

      "No; I must make a clean sweep of all your materials. We must have no more 
devil's tricks. In with all these leaves! They may have something to do with it."  

      "And what now?" asked Bellingham, when the leaves also had been added to the 
blaze.  

      "Now the roll of papyrus which you had on the table that night. It is in that 
drawer, I think."  

      "No, no," shouted Bellingham. " Don't burn that! Why, man, you don't know 
what you do. It is unique; it contains wisdom which is nowhere else to be found."  

      "Out with it!"  

      "But look here, Smith, you can't really mean it. I'll share the knowledge with you. 
I'll teach you all that is in it. Or, stay, let me only copy it before you burn it!"  

      Smith stepped forward and turned the key in the drawer. Taking out the yellow, 
curled roll of paper, he threw it into the fire, and pressed it down with his heel. 
Bellingham screamed, and grabbed at it; but Smith pushed him back, and stood over it 
until it was reduced to a formless grey ash.  

      "Now, Master B.," said he, " I think I have pretty well drawn your teeth. You'll 
hear from me again, if you return to your old tricks. And now good-morning, for I must 
go back to my studies."  

      And such is the narrative of Abercrombie Smith as to the singular events which 
occurred in Old College, Oxford, in the spring of '84. As Bellingham left the university 
immediately afterwards, and was last heard of in the Soudan, there is no one who can 
contradict his statement. But the wisdom of men is small, and the ways of nature are 



strange, and who shall put a bound to the dark things which may be found by those who 
seek for them?  

 
This tale strikes me more as a Sherlock Holmes tale without the detective. Doyle would 
try something similar in “The Illustrious Client”. The nasty revenge at the end is worthy 
of du Maupassant or Edgar Allan Poe. Conan Doyle would revist the revenge theme in 
“The New Catacomb”. 
 

THE CASE OF LADY SANNOX 

THE relations between Douglas Stone and the notorious Lady Sannox were very 
well known both among the fashionable circles of which she was a brilliant member, and 
the scientific bodies which numbered him among their most illustrious confreres. There 
was naturally, therefore, a very widespread interest when it was announced one morning 
that the lady had absolutely and for ever taken the veil, and that the world would see her 
no more. When, at the very tail of this rumour, there came the assurance that the 
celebrated operating surgeon, the man of steel nerves, had been found in the morning by 
his valet, seated on one side of his bed, smiling pleasantly upon the universe, with both 
legs jammed into one side of his breeches and his great brain about as valuable as a cap 
full of porridge, the matter was strong enough to give quite a little thrill of interest to folk 
who had never hoped that their jaded nerves were capable of such a sensation.  

Douglas Stone in his prime was one of the most remarkable men in England. 
Indeed, he could hardly be said to have ever reached his prime, for he was but nine-and-
thirty at the time of this little incident. Those who knew him best were aware that famous 
as he was as a surgeon, he might have succeeded with even greater rapidity in any of a 
dozen lines of life. He could have cut his way to fame as a soldier, struggled to it as an 
explorer, bullied for it in the courts, or built it out of stone and iron as an engineer. He 
was born to be great, for he could plan what another man dare not do, and he could do 
what another man dare not plan. In surgery none could follow him. His nerve, his 
judgement, his intuition, were things apart. Again and again his knife cut away death, but 
grazed the very springs of life in doing it, until his assistants were as white as the patient. 
His energy, his audacity, his full-blooded self-confidence--does not the memory of them 
still linger to the south of Marylebone Road and the north of Oxford Street?  

His vices were as magnificent as his virtues, and infinitely more picturesque. 
Large as was his income, and it was the third largest of all professional men in London, it 
was far beneath the luxury of his living. Deep in his complex nature lay a rich vein of 
sensualism, at the sport of which he placed all the prizes of his life. The eye, the ear, the 
touch, the palate, all were his masters. The bouquet of old vintages, the scent of rare 
exotics, the curves and tints of the daintiest potteries of Europe, it was to these that the 
quick-running stream of gold was transformed. And then there came his sudden mad 
passion for Lady Sannox, when a single interview with two challenging glances and a 
whispered word set him ablaze. She was the loveliest woman in London and the only one 



to him. He was one of the handsomest men in London, but not the only one to her. She 
had a liking for new experiences, and was gracious to most men who wooed her. It may 
have been cause or it may have been effect that Lord Sannox looked fifty, though he was 
but six-and-thirty.  

He was a quiet, silent, neutral-tinted man, this lord, with thin lips and heavy 
eyelids, much given to gardening, and full of home-like habits. He had at one time been 
fond of acting, had even rented a theatre in London, and on its boards had first seen Miss 
Marion Dawson, to whom he had offered his hand, his title, and the third of a county. 
Since his marriage his early hobby had become distasteful to him. Even in private 
theatricals it was no longer possible to persuade him to exercise the talent which he had 
often showed that he possessed. He was happier with a spud and a watering-can among 
his orchids and chrysanthemums.  

It was quite an interesting problem whether he was absolutely devoid of sense, or 
miserably wanting in spirit. Did he know his lady's ways and condone them, or was he a 
mere blind, doting fool? It was a point to be discussed over the teacups in snug little 
drawing-rooms, or with the aid of a cigar in the bow windows of clubs. Bitter and plain 
were the comments among men upon his conduct. There was but one who had a good 
word to say for him, and he was the most silent member in the smoking-room. He had 
seen him break in a horse at the University, and it seemed to have left an impression upon 
his mind.  

But when Douglas Stone became the favourite all doubts as to Lord Sannox's 
knowledge or ignorance were set for ever at rest. There was no subterfuge about Stone. In 
his high-handed, impetuous fashion, he set all caution and discretion at defiance. The 
scandal became notorious. A learned body intimated that his name had been struck from 
the list of its vice-presidents. Two friends implored him to consider his professional 
credit. He cursed them all three, and spent forty guineas on a bangle to take with him to 
the lady. He was at her house every evening, and she drove in his carriage in the 
afternoons. There was not an attempt on either side to conceal their relations; but there 
came at last a little incident to interrupt them.  

It was a dismal winter's night, very cold and gusty, with the wind whooping in the 
chimneys and blustering against the window- panes. A thin spatter of rain tinkled on the 
glass with each fresh sough of the gale, drowning for the instant the dull gurgle and drip 
from the eaves. Douglas Stone had finished his dinner, and sat by his fire in the study, a 
glass of rich port upon the malachite table at his elbow. As he raised it to his lips, he held 
it up against the lamplight, and watched with the eye of a connoisseur the tiny scales of 
beeswing which floated in its rich ruby depths. The fire, as it spurted up, threw fitful 
lights upon his bald, clear-cut face, with its widely-opened grey eyes, its thick and yet 
firm lips, and the deep, square jaw, which had something Roman in its strength and its 
animalism. He smiled from time to time as he nestled back in his luxurious chair. Indeed, 
he had a right to feel well pleased, for, against the advice of six colleagues, he had 
performed an operation that day of which only two cases were on record, and the result 



had been brilliant beyond all expectation. No other man in London would have had the 
daring to plan, or the skill to execute, such a heroic measure.  

But he had promised Lady Sannox to see her that evening and it was already half-
past eight. His hand was outstretched to the bell to order the carriage when he heard the 
dull thud of the knocker. An instant later there was the shuffling of feet in the hall, and 
the sharp closing of a door.  

"A patient to see you, sir, in the consulting room," said the butler.  

"About himself?"  

"No, sir; I think he wants you to go out."  

"It is too late," cried Douglas Stone peevishly. "I won't go."  

"This is his card, sir."  

The butler presented it upon the gold salver which had been given to his master 
by the wife of a Prime Minister.  

"`Hamil Ali, Smyrna.' Hum! The fellow is a Turk, I suppose."  

"Yes, sir. He seems as if he came from abroad, sir. And he's in a terrible way."  

"Tut, tut! I have an engagement. I must go somewhere else. But I'll see him. Show 
him in here, Pim."  

A few moments later the butler swung open the door and ushered in a small and 
decrepit man, who walked with a bent back and with the forward push of the face and 
blink of the eyes which goes with extreme short sight. His face was swarthy, and his hair 
and beard of the deepest black. In one hand he held a turban of white muslin striped with 
red, in the other a small chamois-leather bag.  

"Good evening," said Douglas Stone, when the butler had closed the door. "You 
speak English, I presume?"  

"Yes, sir. I am from Asia Minor, but I speak English when I speak slow."  

"You wanted me to go out, I understand?"  

"Yes, sir. I wanted very much that you should see my wife."  

"I could come in the morning, but I have an engagement which prevents me from 
seeing your wife tonight."  



The Turk's answer was a singular one. He pulled the string which closed the 
mouth of the chamois-leather bag, and poured a flood of gold on to the table.  

"There are one hundred pounds there," said he, "and I promise you that it will not 
take you an hour. I have a cab ready at the door."  

Douglas Stone glanced at his watch. An hour would not make it too late to visit 
Lady Sannox. He had been there later. And the fee was an extraordinarily high one. He 
had been pressed by his creditors lately, and he could not afford to let such a chance pass. 
He would go.  

"What is the case?" he asked.  

"Oh, it is so sad a one! So sad a one! You have not, perhaps heard of the daggers 
of the Almohades?"  

"Never."  

"Ah, they are Eastern daggers of a great age and of a singular shape, with the hilt 
like what you call a stirrup. I am a curiosity dealer, you understand, and that is why I 
have come to England from Smyrna, but next week I go back once more. Many things I 
brought with me, and I have a few things left, but among them, to my sorrow, is one of 
these daggers."  

"You will remember that I have an appointment, sir," said the surgeon, with some 
irritation; "pray confine yourself to the necessary details."  

"You will see that it is necessary. Today my wife fell down in a faint in the room 
in which I keep my wares, and she cut her lower lip upon this cursed dagger of 
Almohades."  

"I see," said Douglas Stone, rising. "And you wish me to dress the wound?"  

"No, no, it is worse than that."  

"What then?"  

"These daggers are poisoned."  

"Poisoned!"  

"Yes, and there is no man, East or West, who can tell now what is the poison or 
what the cure. But all that is known I know, for my father was in this trade before me, 
and we have had much to do with these poisoned weapons."  

"What are the symptoms?"  



"Deep sleep, and death in thirty hours."  

"And you say there is no cure. Why then should you pay me this considerable 
fee?"  

"No drug can cure, but the knife may."  

"And how?"  

"The poison is slow of absorption. It remains for hours in the wound."  

"Washing, then, might cleanse it?"  

"No more than in a snake bite. It is too subtle and too deadly."  

"Excision of the wound, then?"  

"That is it. If it be on the finger, take the finger off. So said my father always. But 
think of where this wound is, and that it is my wife. It is dreadful!"  

But familiarity with such grim matters may take the finer edge from a man's 
sympathy. To Douglas Stone this was already an interesting case, and he brushed aside as 
irrelevant the feeble objections of the husband.  

"It appears to be that or nothing," said he brusquely. "It is better to loose a lip than 
a life."  

"Ah, yes, I know that you are right. Well, well, it is kismet, and it must be faced. I 
have the cab, and you will come with me and do this thing."  

Douglas Stone took his case of bistouries from a drawer, and placed it with a roll 
of bandage and a compress of lint in his pocket. He must waste no more time if he were 
to see Lady Sannox.  

"I am ready," said he, pulling on his overcoat. "Will you take a glass of wine 
before you go out into this cold air?"  

His visitor shrank away, with a protesting hand upraised.  

"You forget that I am a Mussulman, and a true follower of the Prophet," said he. 
"But tell me what is the bottle of green glass which you have placed in your pocket?"  

"It is chloroform."  

"Ah, that also is forbidden to us. It is a spirit, and we make no use of such things."  



"What! You would allow your wife to go through an operation without an 
anaesthetic?"  

"Ah! she will feel nothing, poor soul. The deep sleep has already come on, which 
is the first working of the poison. And then I have given her of our Smyrna opium. Come, 
sir, for already an hour has passed."  

As they stepped out into the darkness, a sheet of rain was driven in upon their 
faces, and the hall lamp, which dangled from the arm of a marble Caryatid, went out with 
a fluff. Pim, the butler, pushed the heavy door to, straining hard with his shoulder against 
the wind, while the two men groped their way towards the yellow glare which showed 
where the cab was waiting. An instant later they were rattling upon their journey.  

"Is it far?" asked Douglas Stone.  

"Oh, no. We have a very little quiet place off the Euston Road."  

The surgeon pressed the spring of his repeater and listened to the little tings which 
told him the hour. It was a quarter past nine. He calculated the distances, and the short 
time which it would take him to perform so trivial an operation. He ought to reach Lady 
Sannox by ten o'clock. Through the fogged windows he saw the blurred gas lamps 
dancing past, with occasionally the broader glare of a shop front. The rain was pelting 
and rattling upon the leathern top of the carriage, and the wheels swashed as they rolled 
through puddle and mud. Opposite to him the white headgear of his companion gleamed 
faintly through the obscurity. The surgeon felt in his pockets and arranged his needles, his 
ligatures and his safety-pins, that no time might be wasted when they arrived. He chafed 
with impatience and drummed his foot upon the floor.  

But the cab slowed down at last and pulled up. In an instant Douglas Stone was 
out, and the Smyrna merchant's toe was at his very heel.  

"You can wait," said he to the driver.  

It was a mean-looking house in a narrow and sordid street. The surgeon, who 
knew his London well, cast a swift glance into the shadows, but there was nothing 
distinctive--no shop, no movement, nothing but a double line of dull, flat-faced houses, a 
double stretch of wet flagstones which gleamed in the lamplight, and a double rush of 
water in the gutters which swirled and gurgled towards the sewer gratings. The door 
which faced them was blotched and discoloured, and a faint light in the fan pane above, it 
served to show the dust and the grime which covered it. Above in one of the bedroom 
windows, there was a dull yellow glimmer. The merchant knocked loudly, and, as he 
turned his dark face towards the light, Douglas Stone could see that it was contracted 
with anxiety. A bolt was drawn, and an elderly woman with a taper stood in the doorway, 
shielding the thin flame with her gnarled hand.  

"Is all well?" gasped the merchant.  



"She is as you left her, sir."  

"She has not spoken?"  

"No, she is in a deep sleep."  

The merchant closed the door, and Douglas Stone walked down the narrow 
passage, glancing about him in some surprise as he did so. There was no oil-cloth, no 
mat, no hat-rack. Deep grey dust and heavy festoons of cobwebs met his eyes 
everywhere. Following the old woman up the winding stair, his firm footfall echoed 
harshly through the silent house. There was no carpet.  

The bedroom was on the second landing. Douglas Stone followed the old nurse 
into it, with the merchant at his heels. Here, at least, there was furniture and to spare. The 
floor was littered and the corners piled with Turkish cabinets, inlaid tables, coats of chain 
mail, strange pipes, and grotesque weapons. A single small lamp stood upon a bracket on 
the wall. Douglas Stone took it down, and picking his way among the lumber, walked 
over to a couch in the corner, on which lay a woman dressed in the Turkish fashion, with 
yashmak and veil. The lower part of the face was exposed, and the surgeon saw a jagged 
cut which zigzagged along the border of the under lip.  

"You will forgive the yashmak," said the Turk. "You know our views about 
women in the East."  

But the surgeon was not thinking about the yashmak. This was no longer a 
woman to him. It was a case. He stooped and examined the wound carefully.  

"There are no signs of irritation," said he. "We might delay the operation until 
local symptoms develop."  

The husband wrung his hands in uncontrollable agitation.  

"Oh! sir, sir," he cried. "Do not trifle. You do not know. It is deadly. I know, and I 
give you my assurance that an operation is absolutely necessary. Only the knife can save 
her."  

"And yet I am inclined to wait," said Douglas Stone.  

"That is enough," the Turk cried, angrily. "Every minute is of importance, and I 
cannot stand here and see my wife allowed to sink. It only remains for me to give you my 
thanks for having come, and to call in some other surgeon before it is too late."  

Douglas Stone hesitated. To refund that hundred pounds was no pleasant matter. 
But of course if he left the case he must return the money. And if the Turk were right and 
the woman died, his position before a coroner might be an embarrassing one.  



"You have had personal experience of this poison?" he asked.  

"I have."  

"And you assure me that an operation is needful."  

"I swear it by all that I hold sacred."  

"The disfigurement will be frightful."  

"I can understand that the mouth will not be a pretty one to kiss."  

Douglas Stone turned fiercely upon the man. The speech was a brutal one. But the 
Turk has his own fashion of talk and of thought, and there was no time for wrangling. 
Douglas Stone drew a bistoury from his case, opened it and felt the keen straight edge 
with his forefinger. Then he held the lamp closer to the bed. Two dark eyes were gazing 
up at him through the slit in the yashmak. They were all iris, and the pupil was hardly to 
be seen.  

"You have given her a very heavy dose of opium."  

“Yes, she has had a good dose."  

He glanced again at the dark eyes which looked straight at his own. They were 
dull and lustreless, but, even as he gazed, a little shifting sparkle came into them, and the 
lips quivered.  

"She is not absolutely unconscious," said he.  

"Would it not be well to use the knife while it will be painless?"  

The same thought had crossed the surgeon's mind. He grasped the wounded lip 
with his forceps, and with two swift cuts he took out a broad V-shaped piece. The woman 
sprang up on the couch with a dreadful gurgling scream. Her covering was torn from her 
face. It was a face that he knew. In spite of that protruding upper lip and that slobber of 
blood, it was a face that he knew, She kept on putting her hand up to the gap and 
screaming. Douglas Stone sat down at the foot of the couch with his knife and his 
forceps. The room was whirling round, and he had felt something go like a ripping seam 
behind his ear. A bystander would have said that his face was the more ghastly of the 
two. As in a dream, or as if he had been looking at something at the play, he was 
conscious that the Turk's hair and beard lay upon the table, and that Lord Sannox was 
leaning against the wall with his hand to his side, laughing silently. The screams had died 
away now, and the dreadful head had dropped back again upon the pillow, but Douglas 
Stone still sat motionless, and Lord Sannox still chuckled quietly to himself.  



“It was really very necessary for Marion, this operation," said he, "not physically, 
but morally, you know, morally."  

Douglas Stone stooped for yards and began to play with the fringe of the coverlet. 
His knife tinkled down upon the ground, but he still held the forceps and something 
more.  

"I had long intended to make a little example," said Lord Sannox, suavely. "Your 
note of Wednesday miscarried, and I have it here in my pocket-book. I took some pains 
in carrying out my idea. The wound, by the way, was from nothing more dangerous than 
my signet ring."  

He glanced keenly at his silent companion, and cocked the small revolver which 
he held in his coat pocket. But Douglas Stone was still picking at the coverlet.  

"You see you have kept your appointment after all," said Lord Sannox.  

And at that Douglas Stone began to laugh. He laughed long and loudly. But Lord 
Sannox did not laugh now. Something like fear sharpened and hardened his features. He 
walked from the room, and he walked on tiptoe. The old woman was waiting outside.  

"Attend to your mistress when she awakes," said Lord Sannox.  

Then he went down to the street. The cab was at the door, and the driver raised his 
hand to his hat.  

"John," said Lord Sannox, "you will take the doctor home first. He will want 
leading downstairs, I think. Tell his butler that he has been taken ill at a case."  

"Very good, sir."  

"Then you can take Lady Sannox home."  

"And how about yourself, sir?"  

"Oh, my address for the next few months will be Hotel di Roma, Venice. Just see 
that the letters are sent on. And tell Stevens to exhibit all the purple chrysanthemums next 
Monday, and to wire me the result."  

 

 
Conan Doyle wrote two long stories on Mesmerism, the first being “John Barrington 
Cowles” in 1886. I have chosen “The Parasite” (1894) over this earlier story because 
the narrator is one of the victims rather than a by-stander, making this version more 
exciting.  The villain in “The Parasite” is not as beautiful as the young lady in “John 



Barrington Cowles” but she seems more sinister and less unfathomable, a kind of female 
Svengali, who is the obvious inspiration for both stories. 

THE PARASITE 

Chapter I 

MARCH 24. The spring is fairly with us now. Outside my laboratory window the 
great chestnut-tree is all covered with the big, glutinous, gummy buds, some of which 
have already begun to break into little green shuttlecocks. As you walk down the lanes 
you are conscious of the rich, silent forces of nature working all around you. The wet 
earth smells fruitful and luscious. Green shoots are peeping out everywhere. The twigs 
are stiff with their sap; and the moist, heavy English air is laden with a faintly resinous 
perfume. Buds in the hedges, lambs beneath them-- everywhere the work of reproduction 
going forward!  

I can see it without, and I can feel it within. We also have our spring when the 
little arterioles dilate, the lymph flows in a brisker stream, the glands work harder, 
winnowing and straining. Every year nature readjusts the whole machine. I can feel the 
ferment in my blood at this very moment, and as the cool sunshine pours through my 
window I could dance about in it like a gnat. So I should, only that Charles Sadler would 
rush upstairs to know what was the matter. Besides, I must remember that I am Professor 
Gilroy. An old professor may afford to be natural, but when fortune has given one of the 
first chairs in the university to a man of four-and-thirty he must try and act the part 
consistently.  

What a fellow Wilson is! If I could only throw the same enthusiasm into 
physiology that he does into psychology, I should become a Claude Bernard at the least. 
His whole life and soul and energy work to one end. He drops to sleep collating his 
results of the past day, and he wakes to plan his researches for the coming one. And yet, 
outside the narrow circle who follow his proceedings, he gets so little credit for it. 
Physiology is a recognized science. If I add even a brick to the edifice, every one sees 
and applauds it. But Wilson is trying to dig the foundations for a science of the future. 
His work is underground and does not show. Yet he goes on uncomplainingly, 
corresponding with a hundred semi-maniacs in the hope of finding one reliable witness, 
sifting a hundred lies on the chance of gaining one little speck of truth, collating old 
books, devouring new ones, experimenting, lecturing, trying to light up in others the fiery 
interest which is consuming him. I am filled with wonder and admiration when I think of 
him, and yet, when he asks me to associate myself with his researches, I am compelled to 
tell him that, in their present state, they offer little attraction to a man who is devoted to 
exact science. If he could show me something positive and objective, I might then be 
tempted to approach the question from its physiological side. So long as half his subjects 
are tainted with charlatanerie and the other half with hysteria we physiologists must 
content ourselves with the body and leave the mind to our descendants.  



No doubt I am a materialist. Agatha says that I am a rank one. I tell her that is an 
excellent reason for shortening our engagement, since I am in such urgent need of her 
spirituality. And yet I may claim to be a curious example of the effect of education upon 
temperament, for by nature I am, unless I deceive myself, a highly psychic man. I was a 
nervous, sensitive boy, a dreamer, a somnambulist, full of impressions and intuitions. My 
black hair, my dark eyes, my thin, olive face, my tapering fingers, are all characteristic of 
my real temperament, and cause experts like Wilson to claim me as their own. But my 
brain is soaked with exact knowledge. I have trained myself to deal only with fact and 
with proof. Surmise and fancy have no place in my scheme of thought. Show me what I 
can see with my microscope, cut with my scalpel, weigh in my balance, and I will devote 
a lifetime to its investigation. But when you ask me to study feelings, impressions, 
suggestions, you ask me to do what is distasteful and even demoralizing. A departure 
from pure reason affects me like an evil smell or a musical discord.  

Which is a very sufficient reason why I am a little loath to go to Professor 
Wilson's tonight. Still I feel that I could hardly get out of the invitation without positive 
rudeness; and, now that Mrs. Marden and Agatha are going, of course I would not if I 
could. But I had rather meet them anywhere else. I know that Wilson would draw me into 
this nebulous semi-science of his if he could. In his enthusiasm he is perfectly impervious 
to hints or remonstrances. Nothing short of a positive quarrel will make him realize my 
aversion to the whole business. I have no doubt that he has some new mesmerist or 
clairvoyant or medium or trickster of some sort whom he is going to exhibit to us, for 
even his entertainments bear upon his hobby. Well, it will be a treat for Agatha, at any 
rate. She is interested in it, as woman usually is in whatever is vague and mystical and 
indefinite.  

10.50 P. M. This diary-keeping of mine is, I fancy, the outcome of that scientific 
habit of mind about which I wrote this morning. I like to register impressions while they 
are fresh. Once a day at least I endeavor to define my own mental position. It is a useful 
piece of self-analysis, and has, I fancy, a steadying effect upon the character. Frankly, I 
must confess that my own needs what stiffening I can give it. I fear that, after all, much 
of my neurotic temperament survives, and that I am far from that cool, calm precision 
which characterizes Murdoch or Pratt- Haldane. Otherwise, why should the tomfoolery 
which I have witnessed this evening have set my nerves thrilling so that even now I am 
all unstrung? My only comfort is that neither Wilson nor Miss Penclosa nor even Agatha 
could have possibly known my weakness.  

And what in the world was there to excite me? Nothing, or so little that it will 
seem ludicrous when I set it down.  

The Mardens got to Wilson's before me. In fact, I was one of the last to arrive and 
found the room crowded. I had hardly time to say a word to Mrs. Marden and to Agatha, 
who was looking charming in white and pink, with glittering wheat-ears in her hair, when 
Wilson came twitching at my sleeve.  



"You want something positive, Gilroy," said he, drawing me apart into a corner. 
"My dear fellow, I have a phenomenon--a phenomenon!"  

I should have been more impressed had I not heard the same before. His sanguine 
spirit turns every fire-fly into a star.  

"No possible question about the bona fides this time," said he, in answer, perhaps, 
to some little gleam of amusement in my eyes. "My wife has known her for many years. 
They both come from Trinidad, you know. Miss Penclosa has only been in England a 
month or two, and knows no one outside the university circle, but I assure you that the 
things she has told us suffice in themselves to establish clairvoyance upon an absolutely 
scientific basis. There is nothing like her, amateur or professional. Come and be 
introduced!"  

I like none of these mystery-mongers, but the amateur least of all. With the paid 
performer you may pounce upon him and expose him the instant that you have seen 
through his trick. He is there to deceive you, and you are there to find him out. But what 
are you to do with the friend of your host's wife? Are you to turn on a light suddenly and 
expose her slapping a surreptitious banjo? Or are you to hurl cochineal over her evening 
frock when she steals round with her phosphorus bottle and her supernatural platitude? 
There would he a scene, and you would be looked upon as a brute. So you have your 
choice of being that or a dupe. I was in no very good humor as I followed Wilson to the 
lady.  

Any one less like my idea of a West Indian could not be imagined. She was a 
small, frail creature, well over forty, I should say, with a pale, peaky face, and hair of a 
very light shade of chestnut. Her presence was insignificant and her manner retiring. In 
any group of ten women she would have been the last whom one would have picked out. 
Her eyes were perhaps her most remarkable, and also, I am compelled to say, her least 
pleasant, feature. They were gray in color,--gray with a shade of green,--and their 
expression struck me as being decidedly furtive. I wonder if furtive is the word, or should 
I have said fierce? On second thoughts, feline would have expressed it better. A crutch 
leaning against the wall told me what was painfully evident when she rose: that one of 
her legs was crippled.  

So I was introduced to Miss Penclosa, and it did not escape me that as my name 
was mentioned she glanced across at Agatha. Wilson had evidently been talking. And 
presently, no doubt, thought I, she will inform me by occult means that I am engaged to a 
young lady with wheat-ears in her hair. I wondered how much more Wilson had been 
telling her about me.  

"Professor Gilroy is a terrible sceptic," said he; "I hope, Miss Penclosa, that you 
will be able to convert him."  

She looked keenly up at me.  



"Professor Gilroy is quite right to be sceptical if he has not seen any thing 
convincing," said she. "I should have thought," she added, "that you would yourself have 
been an excellent subject."  

"For what, may I ask?" said I.  

"Well, for mesmerism, for example."  

"My experience has been that mesmerists go for their subjects to those who are 
mentally unsound. All their results are vitiated, as it seems to me, by the fact that they are 
dealing with abnormal organisms."  

"Which of these ladies would you say possessed a normal organism?" she asked. 
"I should like you to select the one who seems to you to have the best balanced mind. 
Should we say the girl in pink and white?--Miss Agatha Marden, I think the name is."  

"Yes, I should attach weight to any results from her."  

"I have never tried how far she is impressionable. Of course some people respond 
much more rapidly than others. May I ask how far your scepticism extends? I suppose 
that you admit the mesmeric sleep and the power of suggestion."  

"I admit nothing, Miss Penclosa."  

"Dear me, I thought science had got further than that. Of course I know nothing 
about the scientific side of it. I only know what I can do. You see the girl in red, for 
example, over near the Japanese jar. I shall will that she come across to us."  

She bent forward as she spoke and dropped her fan upon the floor. The girl 
whisked round and came straight toward us, with an enquiring look upon her face, as if 
some one had called her.  

"What do you think of that, Gilroy?" cried Wilson, in a kind of ecstasy.  

I did not dare to tell him what I thought of it. To me it was the most barefaced, 
shameless piece of imposture that I had ever witnessed. The collusion and the signal had 
really been too obvious.  

"Professor Gilroy is not satisfied," said she, glancing up at me with her strange 
little eyes. "My poor fan is to get the credit of that experiment. Well, we must try 
something else. Miss Marden, would you have any objection to my putting you off?"  

"Oh, I should love it!" cried Agatha.  

By this time all the company had gathered round us in a circle, the shirt-fronted 
men, and the white-throated women, some awed, some critical, as though it were 



something between a religious ceremony and a conjurer's entertainment. A red velvet 
arm-chair had been pushed into the centre, and Agatha lay back in it, a little flushed and 
trembling slightly from excitement. I could see it from the vibration of the wheat-ears. 
Miss Penclosa rose from her seat and stood over her, leaning upon her crutch.  

And there was a change in the woman. She no longer seemed small or 
insignificant. Twenty years were gone from her age. Her eyes were shining, a tinge of 
color had come into her sallow cheeks, her whole figure had expanded. So I have seen a 
dull-eyed, listless lad change in an instant into briskness and life when given a task of 
which he felt himself master. She looked down at Agatha with an expression which I 
resented from the bottom of my soul--the expression with which a Roman empress might 
have looked at her kneeling slave. Then with a quick, commanding gesture she tossed up 
her arms and swept them slowly down in front of her.  

I was watching Agatha narrowly. During three passes she seemed to be simply 
amused. At the fourth I observed a slight glazing of her eyes, accompanied by some 
dilation of her pupils. At the sixth there was a momentary rigor. At the seventh her lids 
began to droop. At the tenth her eyes were closed, and her breathing was slower and 
fuller than usual. I tried as I watched to preserve my scientific calm, but a foolish, 
causeless agitation convulsed me. I trust that I hid it, but I felt as a child feels in the dark. 
I could not have believed that I was still open to such weakness.  

"She is in the trance," said Miss Penclosa.  

"She is sleeping!" I cried.  

"Wake her, then!"  

I pulled her by the arm and shouted in her ear. She might have been dead for all 
the impression that I could make. Her body was there on the velvet chair. Her organs 
were acting--her heart, her lungs. But her soul! It had slipped from beyond our ken. 
Whither had it gone? What power had dispossessed it? I was puzzled and disconcerted.  

"So much for the mesmeric sleep," said Miss Penclosa. "As regards suggestion, 
whatever I may suggest Miss Marden will infallibly do, whether it be now or after she 
has awakened from her trance. Do you demand proof of it?"  

"Certainly," said I.  

"You shall have it." I saw a smile pass over her face, as though an amusing 
thought had struck her. She stooped and whispered earnestly into her subject's ear. 
Agatha, who had been so deaf to me, nodded her head as she listened.  

"Awake!" cried Miss Penclosa, with a sharp tap of her crutch upon the floor. The 
eyes opened, the glazing cleared slowly away, and the soul looked out once more after its 
strange eclipse.  



We went away early. Agatha was none the worse for her strange excursion, but I 
was nervous and unstrung, unable to listen to or answer the stream of comments which 
Wilson was pouring out for my benefit. As I bade her good-night Miss Penclosa slipped a 
piece of paper into my hand.  

"Pray forgive me," said she, "if I take means to overcome your scepticism. Open 
this note at ten o'clock to-morrow morning. It is a little private test."  

I can't imagine what she means, but there is the note, and it shall be opened as she 
directs. My head is aching, and I have written enough for to-night. To- morrow I dare say 
that what seems so inexplicable will take quite another complexion. I shall not surrender 
my convictions without a struggle.  

March 25. I am amazed, confounded. It is clear that I must reconsider my opinion 
upon this matter. But first let me place on record what has occurred.  

I had finished breakfast, and was looking over some diagrams with which my 
lecture is to be illustrated, when my housekeeper entered to tell me that Agatha was in 
my study and wished to see me immediately. I glanced at the clock and saw with sun rise 
that it was only half-past nine.  

When I entered the room, she was standing on the hearth-rug facing me. 
Something in her pose chilled me and checked the words which were rising to my lips. 
Her veil was half down, but I could see that she was pale and that her expression was 
constrained.  

"Austin," she said, "I have come to tell you that our engagement is at an end."  

I staggered. I believe that I literally did stagger. I know that I found myself 
leaning against the bookcase for support.  

"But--but----" I stammered. "This is very sudden, Agatha."  

"Yes, Austin, I have come here to tell you that our engagement is at an end."  

"But surely," I cried, "you will give me some reason! This is unlike you, Agatha. 
Tell me how I have been unfortunate enough to offend you."  

"It is all over, Austin."  

"But why? You must be under some delusion, Agatha. Perhaps you have been 
told some falsehood about me. Or you may have misunderstood something that I have 
said to you. Only let me know what it is, and a word may set it all right."  

"We must consider it all at an end."  



"But you left me last night without a hint at any disagreement. What could have 
occurred in the interval to change you so? It must have been something that happened last 
night. You have been thinking it over and you have disapproved of my conduct. Was it 
the mesmerism? Did you blame me for letting that woman exercise her power over you? 
You know that at the least sign I should have interfered."  

"It is useless, Austin. All is over:"  

Her voice was cold and measured; her manner strangely formal and hard. It 
seemed to me that she was absolutely resolved not to be drawn into any argument or 
explanation. As for me, I was shaking with agitation, and I turned my face aside, so 
ashamed was I that she should see my want of control.  

"You must know what this means to me!" I cried. "It is the blasting of all my 
hopes and the ruin of my life! You surely will not inflict such a punishment upon me 
unheard. You will let me know what is the matter. Consider how impossible it would be 
for me, under any circumstances, to treat you so. For God's sake, Agatha, let me know 
what I have done!"  

She walked past me without a word and opened the door.  

"It is quite useless, Austin," said she. "You must consider our engagement at an 
end." An instant later she was gone, and, before I could recover myself sufficiently to 
follow her, I heard the hall-door close behind her.  

I rushed into my room to change my coat, with the idea of hurrying round to Mrs. 
Marden's to learn from her what the cause of my misfortune might be. So shaken was I 
that I could hardly lace my boots. Never shall I forget those horrible ten minutes. I had 
just pulled on my overcoat when the clock upon the mantel-piece struck ten.  

Ten! I associated the idea with Miss Penclosa's note. It was lying before me on 
the table, and I tore it open. It was scribbled in pencil in a peculiarly angular handwriting.  

"My Dear Professor Gilroy  

[it said]:  

Pray excuse the personal nature of the test which I am giving you. Professor Wilson happened to mention 
the relations between you and my subject of this evening, and it struck me that nothing could be more 
convincing to you than if I were to suggest to Miss Marden that she should call upon you at half-past nine 
to-morrow morning and suspend your engagement for half an hour or so. Science is so exacting that it is 
difficult to give a satisfying test, but I am convinced that this at least will be an action which she would be 
most unlikely to do of her own free will. Forget any thing that she may have said, as she has really nothing 
whatever to do with it, and will certainly not recollect any thing about it. I write this note to shorten your 
anxiety, and to beg you to forgive me for the momentary unhappiness which my suggestion must have 
caused you. 



"Yours faithfully; 
"Helen Penclosa.  

Really, when I had read the note, I was too relieved to be angry. It was a liberty. 
Certainly it was a very great liberty indeed on the part of a lady whom I had only met 
once. But, after all, I had challenged her by my scepticism. It may have been, as she said, 
a little difficult to devise a test which would satisfy me.  

And she had done that. There could be no question at all upon the point. For me 
hypnotic suggestion was finally established. It took its place from now onward as one of 
the facts of life. That Agatha, who of all women of my acquaintance has the best 
balanced mind, had been reduced to a condition of automatism appeared to be certain. A 
person at a distance had worked her as an engineer on the shore might guide a Brennan 
torpedo. A second soul had stepped in, as it were, had pushed her own aside, and had 
seized her nervous mechanism, saying: "I will work this for half an hour." And Agatha 
must have been unconscious as she came and as she returned. Could she make her way in 
safety through the streets in such a state? I put on my hat and hurried round to see if all 
was well with her.  

Yes. She was at home. I was shown into the drawing- room and found her sitting 
with a book upon her lap.  

"You are an early visitor, Austin," said she, smiling.  

"And you have been an even earlier one," I answered.  

She looked puzzled. "What do you mean?" she asked.  

"You have not been out to-day?"  

"No, certainly not."  

"Agatha," said I seriously, "would you mind telling me exactly what you have 
done this morning?"  

She laughed at my earnestness.  

"You've got on your professional look, Austin. See what comes of being engaged 
to a man of science. However, I will tell you, though I can't imagine what you want to 
know for. I got up at eight. I breakfasted at half-past. I came into this room at ten minutes 
past nine and began to read the `Memoirs of Mme. de Remusat.' In a few minutes I did 
the French lady the bad compliment of dropping to sleep over her pages, and I did you, 
sir, the very flattering one of dreaming about you. It is only a few minutes since I woke 
up."  

"And found yourself where you had been before?"  



"Why, where else should I find myself?"  

"Would you mind telling me, Agatha, what it was that you dreamed about me? It 
really is not mere curiosity on my part."  

"I merely had a vague impression that you came into it. I cannot recall any thing 
definite."  

"If you have not been out to-day, Agatha, how is it that your shoes are dusty?"  

A pained look came over her face.  

"Really, Austin, I do not know what is the matter with you this morning. One 
would almost think that you doubted my word. If my boots are dusty, it must be, of 
course, that I have put on a pair which the maid had not cleaned."  

It was perfectly evident that she knew nothing whatever about the matter, and I 
reflected that, after all, perhaps it was better that I should not enlighten her. It might 
frighten her, and could serve no good purpose that I could see. I said no more about it, 
therefore, and left shortly afterward to give my lecture.  

But I am immensely impressed. My horizon of scientific possibilities has 
suddenly been enormously extended. I no longer wonder at Wilson's demonic energy and 
enthusiasm. Who would not work hard who had a vast virgin field ready to his hand? 
Why, I have known the novel shape of a nucleolus, or a trifling peculiarity of striped 
muscular fibre seen under a 300-diameter lens, fill me with exultation. How petty do such 
researches seem when compared with this one which strikes at the very roots of life and 
the nature of the soul! I had always looked upon spirit as a product of matter. The brain, I 
thought, secreted the mind, as the liver does the bile. But how can this be when I see 
mind working from a distance and playing upon matter as a musician might upon a 
violin? The body does not give rise to the soul, then, but is rather the rough instrument by 
which the spirit manifests itself. The windmill does not give rise to the wind, but only 
indicates it. It was opposed to my whole habit of thought, and yet it was undeniably 
possible and worthy of investigation.  

And why should I not investigate it? I see that under yesterday's date I said: "If I 
could see something positive and objective, I might be tempted to approach it from the 
physiological aspect." Well, I have got my test. I shall be as good as my word. The 
investigation would, I am sure, be of immense interest. Some of my colleagues might 
look askance at it, for science is full of unreasoning prejudices, but if Wilson has the 
courage of his convictions, I can afford to have it also. I shall go to him to-morrow 
morning-- to him and to Miss Penclosa. If she can show us so much, it is probable that 
she can show us more.  

 



Chapter II 

MARCH 26. Wilson was, as I had anticipated, very exultant over my conversion, 
and Miss Penclosa was also demurely pleased at the result of her experiment. Strange 
what a silent, colorless creature she is save only when she exercises her power! Even 
talking about it gives her color and life. She seems to take a singular interest in me. I 
cannot help observing how her eyes follow me about the room.  

We had the most interesting conversation about her own powers. It is just as well 
to put her views on record, though they cannot, of course, claim any scientific weight.  

"You are on the very fringe of the subject," said she, when I had expressed 
wonder at the remarkable instance of suggestion which she had shown me. "I had no 
direct influence upon Miss Marden when she came round to you. I was not even thinking 
of her that morning. What I did was to set her mind as I might set the alarum of a clock so 
that at the hour named it would go off of its own accord. If six months instead of twelve 
hours had been suggested, it would have been the same."  

"And if the suggestion had been to assassinate me?"  

"She would most inevitably have done so."  

"But this is a terrible power!" I cried.  

"It is, as you say, a terrible power," she answered gravely, "and the more you 
know of it the more terrible will it seem to you."  

"May I ask," said I, "what you meant when you said that this matter of suggestion 
is only at the fringe of it? What do you consider the essential?"  

"I had rather not tell you."  

I was surprised at the decision of her answer.  

"You understand," said I, "that it is not out of curiosity I ask, but in the hope that I 
may find some scientific explanation for the facts with which you furnish me."  

"Frankly, Professor Gilroy," said she, "I am not at all interested in science, nor do 
I care whether it can or cannot classify these powers."  

"But I was hoping----"  

"Ah, that is quite another thing. If you make it a personal matter," said she, with 
the pleasantest of smiles, "I shall be only too happy to tell you any thing you wish to 
know. Let me see; what was it you asked me? Oh, about the further powers. Professor 
Wilson won't believe in them, but they are quite true all the same. For example, it is 



possible for an operator to gain complete command over his subject-- presuming that the 
latter is a good one. Without any previous suggestion he may make him do whatever he 
likes."  

"Without the subject's knowledge?"  

"That depends. If the force were strongly exerted, he would know no more about 
it than Miss Marden did when she came round and frightened you so. Or, if the influence 
was less powerful, he might be conscious of what he was doing, but be quite unable to 
prevent himself from doing it."  

"Would he have lost his own will power, then?"  

"It would be over-ridden by another stronger one."  

"Have you ever exercised this power yourself?"  

"Several times."  

"Is your own will so strong, then?"  

"Well, it does not entirely depend upon that. Many have strong wills which are 
not detachable from themselves. The thing is to have the gift of projecting it into another 
person and superseding his own. I find that the power varies with my own strength and 
health."  

"Practically, you send your soul into another person's body."  

"Well, you might put it that way."  

"And what does your own body do?"  

"It merely feels lethargic."  

"Well, but is there no danger to your own health?" I asked.  

"There might be a little. You have to be careful never to let your own 
consciousness absolutely go; otherwise, you might experience some difficulty in finding 
your way back again. You must always preserve the connection, as it were. I am afraid I 
express myself very badly, Professor Gilroy, but of course I don't know how to put these 
things in a scientific way. I am just giving you my own experiences and my own 
explanations."  

Well, I read this over now at my leisure, and I marvel at myself! Is this Austin 
Gilroy, the man who has won his way to the front by his hard reasoning power and by his 
devotion to fact? Here I am gravely retailing the gossip of a woman who tells me how her 



soul may be projected from her body, and how, while she lies in a lethargy, she can 
control the actions of people at a distance. Do I accept it? Certainly not. She must prove 
and re-prove before I yield a point. But if I am still a sceptic, I have at least ceased to be a 
scoffer. We are to have a sitting this evening, and she is to try if she can produce any 
mesmeric effect upon me. If she can, it will make an excellent starting-point for our 
investigation. No one can accuse me, at any rate, of complicity. If she cannot, we must 
try and find some subject who will be like Caesar's wife. Wilson is perfectly impervious.  

10 P. M. I believe that I am on the threshold of an epoch-making investigation. To 
have the power of examining these phenomena from inside--to have an organism which 
will respond, and at the same time a brain which will appreciate and criticise--that is 
surely a unique advantage. I am quite sure that Wilson would give five years of his life to 
be as susceptible as I have proved myself to be.  

There was no one present except Wilson and his wife. I was seated with my head 
leaning back, and Miss Penclosa, standing in front and a little to the left, used the same 
long, sweeping strokes as with Agatha. At each of them a warm current of air seemed to 
strike me, and to suffuse a thrill and glow all through me from head to foot. My eyes 
were fixed upon Miss Penclosa's face, but as I gazed the features seemed to blur and to 
fade away. I was conscious only of her own eyes looking down at me, gray, deep, 
inscrutable. Larger they grew and larger, until they changed suddenly into two mountain 
lakes toward which I seemed to be falling with horrible rapidity. I shuddered, and as I did 
so some deeper stratum of thought told me that the shudder represented the rigor which I 
had observed in Agatha. An instant later I struck the surface of the lakes, now joined into 
one, and down I went beneath the water with a fulness in my head and a buzzing in my 
ears. Down I went, down, down, and then with a swoop up again until I could see the 
light streaming brightly through the green water. I was almost at the surface when the 
word "Awake!" rang through my head, and, with a start, I found myself back in the arm-
chair, with Miss Penclosa leaning on her crutch, and Wilson, his note book in his hand, 
peeping over her shoulder. No heaviness or weariness was left behind. On the contrary, 
though it is only an hour or so since the experiment, I feel so wakeful that I am more 
inclined for my study than my bedroom. I see quite a vista of interesting experiments 
extending before us, and am all impatience to begin upon them.  

March 27. A blank day, as Miss Penclosa goes with Wilson and his wife to the 
Suttons'. Have begun Binet and Ferre's "Animal Magnetism." What strange, deep waters 
these are! Results, results, results--and the cause an absolute mystery. It is stimulating to 
the imagination, but I must be on my guard against that. Let us have no inferences nor 
deductions, and nothing but solid facts. I Know that the mesmeric trance is true; I Know 
that mesmeric suggestion is true; I Know that I am myself sensitive to this force. That is 
my present position. I have a large new note-book which shall be devoted entirely to 
scientific detail.  

Long talk with Agatha and Mrs. Marden in the evening about our marriage. We 
think that the summer vac. (the beginning of it) would be the best time for the wedding. 



Why should we delay? I grudge even those few months. Still, as Mrs. Marden says, there 
are a good many things to be arranged.  

March 28. Mesmerized again by Miss Penclosa. Experience much the same as 
before, save that insensibility came on more quickly. See Note-book A for temperature of 
room, barometric pressure, pulse, and respiration as taken by Professor Wilson.  

March 29. Mesmerized again. Details in Note-book A.  

March 30. Sunday, and a blank day. I grudge any interruption of our experiments. 
At present they merely embrace the physical signs which go with slight, with complete, 
and with extreme insensibility. Afterward we hope to pass on to the phenomena of 
suggestion and of lucidity. Professors have demonstrated these things upon women at 
Nancy and at the Salpetriere. It will be more convincing when a woman demonstrates it 
upon a professor, with a second professor as a witness. And that I should be the subject--
I, the sceptic, the materialist! At least, I have shown that my devotion to science is greater 
than to my own personal consistency. The eating of our own words is the greatest 
sacrifice which truth ever requires of us.  

My neighbor, Charles Sadler, the handsome young demonstrator of anatomy, 
came in this evening to return a volume of Virchow's "Archives" which I had lent him. I 
call him young, but, as a matter of fact, he is a year older than I am.  

"I understand, Gilroy," said he, "that you are being experimented upon by Miss 
Penclosa.  

"Well," he went on, when I had acknowledged it, "if I were you, I should not let it 
go any further. You will think me very impertinent, no doubt, but, none the less, I feel it 
to be my duty to advise you to have no more to do with her."  

Of course I asked him why.  

"I am so placed that I cannot enter into particulars as freely as I could wish," said 
he. "Miss Penclosa is the friend of my friend, and my position is a delicate one. I can only 
say this: that I have myself been the subject of some of the woman's experiments, and 
that they have left a most unpleasant impression upon my mind."  

He could hardly expect me to be satisfied with that, and I tried hard to get 
something more definite out of him, but without success. Is it conceivable that he could 
be jealous at my having superseded him? Or is he one of those men of science who feel 
personally injured when facts run counter to their preconceived opinions? He cannot 
seriously suppose that because he has some vague grievance I am, therefore, to abandon a 
series of experiments which promise to be so fruitful of results. He appeared to be 
annoyed at the light way in which I treated his shadowy warnings, and we parted with 
some little coldness on both sides.  



March 31. Mesmerized by Miss P.  

April 1. Mesmerized by Miss P. (Note-book A.)  

April 2. Mesmerized by Miss P. (Sphygmographic chart taken by Professor 
Wilson.)  

April 3. It is possible that this course of mesmerism may be a little trying to the 
general constitution. Agatha says that I am thinner and darker under the eyes. I am 
conscious of a nervous irritability which I had not observed in myself before. The least 
noise, for example, makes me start, and the stupidity of a student causes me exasperation 
instead of amusement. Agatha wishes me to stop, but I tell her that every course of study 
is trying, and that one can never attain a result with out paying some price for it. When 
she sees the sensation which my forthcoming paper on "The Relation between Mind and 
Matter" may make, she will understand that it is worth a little nervous wear and tear. I 
should not be surprised if I got my F. R. S. over it.  

Mesmerized again in the evening. The effect is produced more rapidly now, and 
the subjective visions are less marked. I keep full notes of each sitting. Wilson is leaving 
for town for a week or ten days, but we shall not interrupt the experiments, which depend 
for their value as much upon my sensations as on his observations.  

April 4. I must be carefully on my guard. A complication has crept into our 
experiments which I had not reckoned upon. In my eagerness for scientific facts I have 
been foolishly blind to the human relations between Miss Penclosa and myself. I can 
write here what I would not breathe to a living soul. The unhappy woman appears to have 
formed an attachment for me.  

I should not say such a thing, even in the privacy of my own intimate journal, if it 
had not come to such a pass that it is impossible to ignore it. For some time,--that is, for 
the last week,--there have been signs which I have brushed aside and refused to think of. 
Her brightness when I come, her dejection when I go, her eagerness that I should come 
often, the expression of her eyes, the tone of her voice--I tried to think that they meant 
nothing, and were, perhaps, only her ardent West Indian manner. But last night, as I 
awoke from the mesmeric sleep, I put out my hand, unconsciously, involuntarily, and 
clasped hers. When I came fully to myself, we were sitting with them locked, she looking 
up at me with an expectant smile. And the horrible thing was that I felt impelled to say 
what she expected me to say. What a false wretch I should have been! How I should have 
loathed myself to-day had I yielded to the temptation of that moment! But, thank God, I 
was strong enough to spring up and hurry from the room. I was rude, I fear, but I could 
not, no, I COULD not, trust myself another moment. I, a gentleman, a man of honor, 
engaged to one of the sweetest girls in England--and yet in a moment of reasonless 
passion I nearly professed love for this woman whom I hardly know. She is far older than 
myself and a cripple. It is monstrous, odious; and yet the impulse was so strong that, had 
I stayed another minute in her presence, I should have committed myself. What was it? I 
have to teach others the workings of our organism, and what do I know of it myself? Was 



it the sudden upcropping of some lower stratum in my nature--a brutal primitive instinct 
suddenly asserting itself? I could almost believe the tales of obsession by evil spirits, so 
overmastering was the feeling.  

Well, the incident places me in a most unfortunate position. On the one hand, I am 
very loath to abandon a series of experiments which have already gone so far, and which 
promise such brilliant results. On the other, if this unhappy woman has conceived a 
passion for me---- But surely even now I must have made some hideous mistake. She, 
with her age and her deformity! It is impossible. And then she knew about Agatha. She 
understood how I was placed. She only smiled out of amusement, perhaps, when in my 
dazed state I seized her hand. It was my half-mesmerized brain which gave it a meaning, 
and sprang with such bestial swiftness to meet it. I wish I could persuade myself that it 
was indeed so. On the whole, perhaps, my wisest plan would be to postpone our other 
experiments until Wilson's return. I have written a note to Miss Penclosa, therefore, 
making no allusion to last night, but saying that a press of work would cause me to 
interrupt our sittings for a few days. She has answered, formally enough, to say that if I 
should change my mind I should find her at home at the usual hour.  

10 P. M. Well, well, what a thing of straw I am! I am coming to know myself 
better of late, and the more I know the lower I fall in my own estimation. Surely I was not 
always so weak as this. At four o'clock I should have smiled had any one told me that I 
should go to Miss Penclosa's to-night, and yet, at eight, I was at Wilson's door as usual. I 
don't know how it occurred. The influence of habit, I suppose. Perhaps there is a 
mesmeric craze as there is an opium craze, and I am a victim to it. I only know that as I 
worked in my study I became more and more uneasy. I fidgeted. I worried. I could not 
concentrate my mind upon the papers in front of me. And then, at last, almost before I 
knew what I was doing, I seized my hat and hurried round to keep my usual appointment.  

We had an interesting evening. Mrs. Wilson was present during most of the time, 
which prevented the embarrassment which one at least of us must have felt. Miss 
Penclosa's manner was quite the same as usual, and she expressed no surprise at my 
having come in spite of my note. There was nothing in her bearing to show that 
yesterday's incident had made any impression upon her, and so I am inclined to hope that 
I overrated it.  

April 6 (evening). No, no, no, I did not overrate it. I can no longer attempt to 
conceal from myself that this woman has conceived a passion for me. It is monstrous, but 
it is true. Again, tonight, I awoke from the mesmeric trance to find my hand in hers, and 
to suffer that odious feeling which urges me to throw away my honor, my career, every 
thing, for the sake of this creature who, as I can plainly see when I am away from her 
influence, possesses no single charm upon earth. But when I am near her, I do not feel 
this. She rouses something in me, something evil, something I had rather not think of. 
She paralyzes my better nature, too, at the moment when she stimulates my worse. 
Decidedly it is not good for me to be near her.  



Last night was worse than before. Instead of flying I actually sat for some time 
with my hand in hers talking over the most intimate subjects with her. We spoke of 
Agatha, among other things. What could I have been dreaming of? Miss Penclosa said 
that she was conventional, and I agreed with her. She spoke once or twice in a 
disparaging way of her, and I did not protest. What a creature I have been!  

Weak as I have proved myself to be, I am still strong enough to bring this sort of 
thing to an end. It shall not happen again. I have sense enough to fly when I cannot fight. 
From this Sunday night onward I shall never sit with Miss Penclosa again. Never! Let the 
experiments go, let the research come to an end; any thing is better than facing this 
monstrous temptation which drags me so low. I have said nothing to Miss Penclosa, but I 
shall simply stay away. She can tell the reason without any words of mine.  

April 7. Have stayed away as I said. It is a pity to ruin such an interesting 
investigation, but it would be a greater pity still to ruin my life, and I Know that I cannot 
trust myself with that woman.  

11 P. M. God help me! What is the matter with me? Am I going mad? Let me try 
and be calm and reason with myself. First of all I shall set down exactly what occurred.  

It was nearly eight when I wrote the lines with which this day begins. Feeling 
strangely restless and uneasy, I left my rooms and walked round to spend the evening 
with Agatha and her mother. They both remarked that I was pale and haggard. About 
nine Professor Pratt- Haldane came in, and we played a game of whist. I tried hard to 
concentrate my attention upon the cards, but the feeling of restlessness grew and grew 
until I found it impossible to struggle against it. I simply COULD not sit still at the table. 
At last, in the very middle of a hand, I threw my cards down and, with some sort of an 
incoherent apology about having an appointment, I rushed from the room. As if in a 
dream I have a vague recollection of tearing through the hall, snatching my hat from the 
stand, and slamming the door behind me. As in a dream, too, I have the impression of the 
double line of gas-lamps, and my bespattered boots tell me that I must have run down the 
middle of the road. It was all misty and strange and unnatural. I came to Wilson's house; I 
saw Mrs. Wilson and I saw Miss Penclosa. I hardly recall what we talked about, but I do 
remember that Miss P. shook the head of her crutch at me in a playful way, and accused 
me of being late and of losing interest in our experiments. There was no mesmerism, but I 
stayed some time and have only just returned.  

My brain is quite clear again now, and I can think over what has occurred. It is 
absurd to suppose that it is merely weakness and force of habit. I tried to explain it in that 
way the other night, but it will no longer suffice. It is something much deeper and more 
terrible than that. Why, when I was at the Mardens' whist- table, I was dragged away as if 
the noose of a rope had been cast round me. I can no longer disguise it from myself. The 
woman has her grip upon me. I am in her clutch. But I must keep my head and reason it 
out and see what is best to be done.  



But what a blind fool I have been! In my enthusiasm over my research I have 
walked straight into the pit, although it lay gaping before me. Did she not herself warn 
me? Did she not tell me, as I can read in my own journal, that when she has acquired 
power over a subject she can make him do her will? And she has acquired that power 
over me. I am for the moment at the beck and call of this creature with the crutch. I must 
come when she wills it. I must do as she wills. Worst of all, I must feel as she wills. I 
loathe her and fear her, yet, while I am under the spell, she can doubtless make me love 
her.  

There is some consolation in the thought, then, that those odious impulses for 
which I have blamed myself do not really come from me at all. They are all transferred 
from her, little as I could have guessed it at the time. I feel cleaner and lighter for the 
thought.  

April 8. Yes, now, in broad daylight, writing coolly and with time for reflection, I 
am compelled to confirm every thing which I wrote in my journal last night. I am in a 
horrible position, but, above all, I must not lose my head. I must pit my intellect against 
her powers. After all, I am no silly puppet, to dance at the end of a string. I have energy, 
brains, courage. For all her devil's tricks I may beat her yet. May! I MUST, or what is to 
become of me?  

Let me try to reason it out! This woman, by her own explanation, can dominate 
my nervous organism. She can project herself into my body and take command of it. She 
has a parasite soul; yes, she is a parasite, a monstrous parasite. She creeps into my frame 
as the hermit crab does into the whelk's shell. I am powerless What can I do? I am 
dealing with forces of which I know nothing. And I can tell no one of my trouble. They 
would set me down as a madman. Certainly, if it got noised abroad, the university would 
say that they had no need of a devil-ridden professor. And Agatha! No, no, I must face it 
alone.  

 

Chapter III 

I READ over my notes of what the woman said when she spoke about her powers. 
There is one point which fills me with dismay. She implies that when the influence is 
slight the subject knows what he is doing, but cannot control himself, whereas when it is 
strongly exerted he is absolutely unconscious. Now, I have always known what I did, 
though less so last night than on the previous occasions. That seems to mean that she has 
never yet exerted her full powers upon me. Was ever a man so placed before?  

Yes, perhaps there was, and very near me, too. Charles Sadler must know 
something of this! His vague words of warning take a meaning now. Oh, if I had only 
listened to him then, before I helped by these repeated sittings to forge the links of the 
chain which binds me! But I will see him to-day. I will apologize to him for having 
treated his warning so lightly. I will see if he can advise me.  



4 P. M. No, he cannot. I have talked with him, and he showed such surprise at the 
first words in which I tried to express my unspeakable secret that I went no further. As far 
as I can gather (by hints and inferences rather than by any statement), his own experience 
was limited to some words or looks such as I have myself endured. His abandonment of 
Miss Penclosa is in itself a sign that he was never really in her toils. Oh, if he only knew 
his escape! He has to thank his phlegmatic Saxon temperament for it. I am black and 
Celtic, and this hag's clutch is deep in my nerves. Shall I ever get it out? Shall I ever be 
the same man that I was just one short fortnight ago?  

Let me consider what I had better do. I cannot leave the university in the middle 
of the term. If I were free, my course would be obvious. I should start at once and travel 
in Persia. But would she allow me to start? And could her influence not reach me in 
Persia, and bring me back to within touch of her crutch? I can only find out the limits of 
this hellish power by my own bitter experience. I will fight and fight and fight--and what 
can I do more?  

I know very well that about eight o'clock to-night that craving for her society, that 
irresistible restlessness, will come upon me. How shall I overcome it? What shall I do? I 
must make it impossible for me to leave the room. I shall lock the door and throw the key 
out of the window. But, then, what am I to do in the morning? Never mind about the 
morning. I must at all costs break this chain which holds me.  

April 9. Victory! I have done splendidly! At seven o'clock last night I took a hasty 
dinner, and then locked myself up in my bedroom and dropped the key into the garden. I 
chose a cheery novel, and lay in bed for three hours trying to read it, but really in a 
horrible state of trepidation, expecting every instant that I should become conscious of 
the impulse. Nothing of the sort occurred, however, and I awoke this morning with the 
feeling that a black nightmare had been lifted off me. Perhaps the creature realized what I 
had done, and understood that it was useless to try to influence me. At any rate, I have 
beaten her once, and if I can do it once, I can do it again.  

It was most awkward about the key in the morning. Luckily, there was an under-
gardener below, and I asked him to throw it up. No doubt he thought I had just dropped 
it. I will have doors and windows screwed up and six stout men to hold me down in my 
bed before I will surrender myself to be hag-ridden in this way.  

I had a note from Mrs. Marden this afternoon asking me to go round and see her. I 
intended to do so in any case, but had not excepted to find bad news waiting for me. It 
seems that the Armstrongs, from whom Agatha has expectations, are due home from 
Adelaide in the Aurora, and that they have written to Mrs. Marden and her to meet them 
in town. They will probably be away for a month or six weeks, and, as the Aurora is due 
on Wednesday, they must go at once--to-morrow, if they are ready in time. My 
consolation is that when we meet again there will be no more parting between Agatha 
and me.  



"I want you to do one thing, Agatha," said I, when we were alone together. "If you 
should happen to meet Miss Penclosa, either in town or here, you must promise me never 
again to allow her to mesmerize you."  

Agatha opened her eyes.  

"Why, it was only the other day that you were saying how interesting it all was, 
and how determined you were to finish your experiments."  

"I know, but I have changed my mind since then."  

"And you won't have it any more?"  

"No."  

"I am so glad, Austin. You can't think how pale and worn you have been lately. It 
was really our principal objection to going to London now that we did not wish to leave 
you when you were so pulled down. And your manner has been so strange occasionally--
especially that night when you left poor Professor Pratt-Haldane to play dummy. I am 
convinced that these experiments are very bad for your nerves."  

"I think so, too, dear."  

"And for Miss Penclosa's nerves as well. You have heard that she is ill?"  

"No."  

"Mrs. Wilson told us so last night. She described it as a nervous fever Professor 
Wilson is coming back this week, and of course Mrs. Wilson is very anxious that Miss 
Penclosa should be well again then, for he has quite a programme of experiments which 
he is anxious to carry out."  

I was glad to have Agatha's promise, for it was enough that this woman should 
have one of us in her clutch. On the other hand, I was disturbed to hear about Miss 
Penclosa's illness. It rather discounts the victory which I appeared to win last night. I 
remember that she said that loss of health interfered with her power. That may be why I 
was able to hold my own so easily. Well, well, I must take the same precautions to-night 
and see what comes of it. I am childishly frightened when I think of her.  

April 10. All went very well last night. I was amused at the gardener's face when I 
had again to hail him this morning and to ask him to throw up my key. I shall get a name 
among the servants if this sort of thing goes on. But the great point is that I stayed in my 
room without the slightest inclination to leave it. I do believe that I am shaking myself 
clear of this incredible bond--or is it only that the woman's power is in abeyance until she 
recovers her strength? I can but pray for the best.  



The Mardens left this morning, and the brightness seems to have gone out of the 
spring sunshine. And yet it is very beautiful also as it gleams on the green chestnuts 
opposite my windows, and gives a touch of gayety to the heavy, lichen-mottled walls of 
the old colleges. How sweet and gentle and soothing is Nature! Who would think that 
there lurked in her also such vile forces, such odious possibilities! For of course I 
understand that this dreadful thing which has sprung out at me is neither supernatural nor 
even preternatural. No, it is a natural force which this woman can use and society is 
ignorant of. The mere fact that it ebbs with her strength shows how entirely it is subject to 
physical laws. If I had time, I might probe it to the bottom and lay my hands upon its 
antidote. But you cannot tame the tiger when you are beneath his claws. You can but try 
to writhe away from him. Ah, when I look in the glass and see my own dark eyes and 
clear-cut Spanish face, I long for a vitriol splash or a bout of the small-pox. One or the 
other might have saved me from this calamity.  

I am inclined to think that I may have trouble to- night. There are two things 
which make me fear so. One is that I met Mrs. Wilson in the street, and that she tells me 
that Miss Penclosa is better, though still weak. I find myself wishing in my heart that the 
illness had been her last. The other is that Professor Wilson comes back in a day or two, 
and his presence would act as a constraint upon her. I should not fear our interviews if a 
third person were present. For both these reasons I have a presentiment of trouble to- 
night, and I shall take the same precautions as before.  

April 10. No, thank God, all went well last night. I really could not face the 
gardener again. I locked my door and thrust the key underneath it, so that I had to ask the 
maid to let me out in the morning. But the precaution was really not needed, for I never 
had any inclination to go out at all. Three evenings in succession at home! I am surely 
near the end of my troubles, for Wilson will be home again either today or tomorrow. 
Shall I tell him of what I have gone through or not? I am convinced that I should not have 
the slightest sympathy from him. He would look upon me as an interesting case, and read 
a paper about me at the next meeting of the Psychical Society, in which he would gravely 
discuss the possibility of my being a deliberate liar, and weigh it against the chances of 
my being in an early stage of lunacy. No, I shall get no comfort out of Wilson.  

I am feeling wonderfully fit and well. I don't think I ever lectured with greater 
spirit. Oh, if I could only get this shadow off my life, how happy I should be! Young, 
fairly wealthy, in the front rank of my profession, engaged to a beautiful and charming 
girl-- have I not every thing which a man could ask for? Only one thing to trouble me, but 
what a thing it is!  

Midnight. I shall go mad. Yes, that will be the end of it. I shall go mad. I am not 
far from it now. My head throbs as I rest it on my hot hand. I am quivering all over like a 
scared horse. Oh, what a night I have had! And yet I have some cause to be satisfied also.  

At the risk of becoming the laughing-stock of my own servant, I again slipped my 
key under the door, imprisoning myself for the night. Then, finding it too early to go to 
bed, I lay down with my clothes on and began to read one of Dumas's novels. Suddenly I 



was gripped--gripped and dragged from the couch. It is only thus that I can describe the 
overpowering nature of the force which pounced upon me. I clawed at the coverlet. I 
clung to the wood-work. I believe that I screamed out in my frenzy. It was all useless, 
hopeless. I MUST go. There was no way out of it. It was only at the outset that I resisted. 
The force soon became too overmastering for that. I thank goodness that there were no 
watchers there to interfere with me. I could not have answered for myself if there had 
been. And, besides the determination to get out, there came to me, also, the keenest and 
coolest judgment in choosing my means. I lit a candle and endeavored, kneeling in front 
of the door, to pull the key through with the feather-end of a quill pen. It was just too 
short and pushed it further away. Then with quiet persistence I got a paper-knife out of 
one of the drawers, and with that I managed to draw the key back. I opened the door, 
stepped into my study, took a photograph of myself from the bureau, wrote something 
across it, placed it in the inside pocket of my coat, and then started off for Wilson's.  

It was all wonderfully clear, and yet disassociated from the rest of my life, as the 
incidents of even the most vivid dream might be. A peculiar double consciousness 
possessed me. There was the predominant alien will, which was bent upon drawing me to 
the side of its owner, and there was the feebler protesting personality, which I recognized 
as being myself, tugging feebly at the overmastering impulse as a led terrier might at its 
chain. I can remember recognizing these two conflicting forces, but I recall nothing of my 
walk, nor of how I was admitted to the house.  

Very vivid, however, is my recollection of how I met Miss Penclosa. She was 
reclining on the sofa in the little boudoir in which our experiments had usually been 
carried out. Her head was rested on her hand, and a tiger-skin rug had been partly drawn 
over her. She looked up expectantly as I entered, and, as the lamp- light fell upon her 
face, I could see that she was very pale and thin, with dark hollows under her eyes. She 
smiled at me, and pointed to a stool beside her. It was with her left hand that she pointed, 
and I, running eagerly forward, seized it,--I loathe myself as I think of it,--and pressed it 
passionately to my lips. Then, seating myself upon the stool, and still retaining her hand, 
I gave her the photograph which I had brought with me, and talked and talked and talked-
-of my love for her, of my grief over her illness, of my joy at her recovery, of the misery 
it was to me to be absent a single evening from her side. She lay quietly looking down at 
me with imperious eyes and her provocative smile. Once I remember that she passed her 
hand over my hair as one caresses a dog; and it gave me pleasure--the caress. I thrilled 
under it. I was her slave, body and soul, and for the moment I rejoiced in my slavery.  

And then came the blessed change. Never tell me that there is not a Providence! I 
was on the brink of perdition. My feet were on the edge. Was it a coincidence that at that 
very instant help should come? No, no, no; there is a Providence, and its hand has drawn 
me back. There is something in the universe stronger than this devil woman with her 
tricks. Ah, what a balm to my heart it is to think so!  

As I looked up at her I was conscious of a change in her. Her face, which had 
been pale before, was now ghastly. Her eyes were dull, and the lids drooped heavily over 
them. Above all, the look of serene confidence had gone from her features. Her mouth 



had weakened. Her forehead had puckered. She was frightened and undecided. And as I 
watched the change my own spirit fluttered and struggled, trying hard to tear itself from 
the grip which held it--a grip which, from moment to moment, grew less secure.  

"Austin," she whispered, "I have tried to do too much. I was not strong enough. I 
have not recovered yet from my illness. But I could not live longer without seeing you. 
You won't leave me, Austin? This is only a passing weakness. If you will only give me 
five minutes, I shall be myself again. Give me the small decanter from the table in the 
window."  

But I had regained my soul. With her waning strength the influence had cleared 
away from me and left me free. And I was aggressive--bitterly, fiercely aggressive. For 
once at least I could make this woman understand what my real feelings toward her were. 
My soul was filled with a hatred as bestial as the love against which it was a reaction. It 
was the savage, murderous passion of the revolted serf. I could have taken the crutch 
from her side and beaten her face in with it. She threw her hands up, as if to avoid a blow, 
and cowered away from me into the corner of the settee.  

"The brandy!" she gasped. "The brandy!"  

I took the decanter and poured it over the roots of a palm in the window. Then I 
snatched the photograph from her hand and tore it into a hundred pieces.  

"You vile woman," I said, "if I did my duty to society, you would never leave this 
room alive!"  

"I love you, Austin; I love you!" she wailed.  

"Yes," I cried, "and Charles Sadler before. And how many others before that?"  

"Charles Sadler!" she gasped. "He has spoken to you? So, Charles Sadler, Charles 
Sadler!" Her voice came through her white lips like a snake's hiss.  

"Yes, I know you, and others shall know you, too. You shameless creature! You 
knew how I stood. And yet you used your vile power to bring me to your side. You may, 
perhaps, do so again, but at least you will remember that you have heard me say that I 
love Miss Marden from the bottom of my soul, and that I loathe you, abhor you!  

The very sight of you and the sound of your voice fill me with horror and disgust. 
The thought of you is repulsive. That is how I feel toward you, and if it pleases you by 
your tricks to draw me again to your side as you have done to-night, you will at least, I 
should think, have little satisfaction in trying to make a lover out of a man who has told 
you his real opinion of you. You may put what words you will into my mouth, but you 
cannot help remembering----"  



I stopped, for the woman's head had fallen back, and she had fainted. She could 
not bear to hear what I had to say to her! What a glow of satisfaction it gives me to think 
that, come what may, in the future she can never misunderstand my true feelings toward 
her. But what will occur in the future? What will she do next? I dare not think of it. Oh, if 
only I could hope that she will leave me alone! But when I think of what I said to her---- 
Never mind; I have been stronger than she for once.  

April 11. I hardly slept last night, and found myself in the morning so unstrung 
and feverish that I was compelled to ask Pratt-Haldane to do my lecture for me. It is the 
first that I have ever missed. I rose at mid-day, but my head is aching, my hands 
quivering, and my nerves in a pitiable state.  

Who should come round this evening but Wilson. He has just come back from 
London, where he has lectured, read papers, convened meetings, exposed a medium, 
conducted a series of experiments on thought transference, entertained Professor Richet 
of Paris, spent hours gazing into a crystal, and obtained some evidence as to the passage 
of matter through matter. All this he poured into my ears in a single gust.  

"But you!" he cried at last. "You are not looking well. And Miss Penclosa is quite 
prostrated to-day. How about the experiments?"  

"I have abandoned them."  

"Tut, tut! Why?"  

"The subject seems to me to be a dangerous one."  

Out came his big brown note-book.  

"This is of great interest," said he. "What are your grounds for saying that it is a 
dangerous one? Please give your facts in chronological order, with approximate dates and 
names of reliable witnesses with their permanent addresses."  

"First of all," I asked, "would you tell me whether you have collected any cases 
where the mesmerist has gained a command over the subject and has used it for evil 
purposes?"  

"Dozens!" he cried exultantly. "Crime by suggestion----"  

"I don't mean suggestion. I mean where a sudden impulse comes from a person at 
a distance--an uncontrollable impulse."  

"Obsession!" he shrieked, in an ecstasy of delight. "It is the rarest condition. We 
have eight cases, five well attested. You don't mean to say----" His exultation made him 
hardly articulate.  



"No, I don't," said I. "Good-evening! You will excuse me, but I am not very w ell 
to-night." And so at last I got rid of him, still brandishing his pencil and his note-book. 
My troubles may be bad to hear, but at least it is better to hug them to myself than to have 
myself exhibited by Wilson, like a freak at a fair. He has lost sight of human beings. 
Every thing to him is a case and a phenomenon. I will die before I speak to him again 
upon the matter.  

April 12. Yesterday was a blessed day of quiet, and I enjoyed an uneventful night. 
Wilson's presence is a great consolation. What can the woman do now? Surely, when she 
has heard me say what I have said, she will conceive the same disgust for me which I 
have for her. She could not, no, she COULD not, desire to have a lover who had insulted 
her so. No, I believe I am free from her love--but how about her hate? Might she not use 
these powers of hers for revenge? Tut! why should I frighten myself over shadows? She 
will forget about me, and I shall forget about her, and all will be well.  

April 13. My nerves have quite recovered their tone. I really believe that I have 
conquered the creature. But I must confess to living in some suspense. She is well again, 
for I hear that she was driving with Mrs. Wilson in the High Street in the afternoon.  

April 14. I do wish I could get away from the place altogether. I shall fly to 
Agatha's side the very day that the term closes. I suppose it is pitiably weak of me, but 
this woman gets upon my nerves most terribly. I have seen her again, and I have spoken 
with her.  

It was just after lunch, and I was smoking a cigarette in my study, when I heard 
the step of my servant Murray in the passage. I was languidly conscious that a second 
step was audible behind, and had hardly troubled myself to speculate who it might be, 
when suddenly a slight noise brought me out of my chair with my skin creeping with 
apprehension. I had never particularly observed before what sort of sound the tapping of 
a crutch was, but my quivering nerves told me that I heard it now in the sharp wooden 
clack which alternated with the muffled thud of the foot fall. Another instant and my 
servant had shown her in.  

I did not attempt the usual conventions of society, nor did she. I simply stood with 
the smouldering cigarette in my hand, and gazed at her. She in her turn looked silently at 
me, and at her look I remembered how in these very pages I had tried to define the 
expression of her eyes, whether they were furtive or fierce. To- day they were fierce--
coldly and inexorably so.  

"Well," said she at last, "are you still of the same mind as when I saw you last?"  

"I have always been of the same mind."  

"Let us understand each other, Professor Gilroy," said she slowly. "I am not a 
very safe person to trifle with, as you should realize by now. It was you who asked me to 
enter into a series of experiments with you, it was you who won my affections, it was you 



who professed your love for me, it was you who brought me your own photograph with 
words of affection upon it, and, finally, it was you who on the very same evening thought 
fit to insult me most outrageously, addressing me as no man has ever dared to speak to 
me yet. Tell me that those words came from you in a moment of passion and I am 
prepared to forget and to forgive them. You did not mean what you said, Austin? You do 
not really hate me?"  

I might have pitied this deformed woman--such a longing for love broke suddenly 
through the menace of her eyes. But then I thought of what I had gone through, and my 
heart set like flint.  

"If ever you heard me speak of love," said I, "you know very well that it was your 
voice which spoke, and not mine. The only words of truth which I have ever been able to 
say to you are those which you heard when last we met."  

"I know. Some one has set you against me. It was he!" She tapped with her crutch 
upon the floor. "Well, you know very well that I could bring you this instant crouching 
like a spaniel to my feet. You will not find me again in my hour of weakness, when you 
can insult me with impunity. Have a care what you are doing, Professor Gilroy. You 
stand in a terrible position. You have not yet realized the hold which I have upon you."  

I shrugged my shoulders and turned away.  

"Well," said she, after a pause, "if you despise my love, I must see what can be 
done with fear. You smile, but the day will come when you will come screaming to me 
for pardon. Yes, you will grovel on the ground before me, proud as you are, and you will 
curse the day that ever you turned me from your best friend into your most bitter enemy. 
Have a care, Professor Gilroy!" I saw a white hand shaking in the air, and a face which 
was scarcely human, so convulsed was it with passion. An instant later she was gone, and 
I heard the quick hobble and tap receding down the passage.  

But she has left a weight upon my heart. Vague presentiments of coming 
misfortune lie heavy upon me. I try in vain to persuade myself that these are only words 
of empty anger. I can remember those relentless eyes too clearly to think so. What shall I 
do--ah, what shall I do? I am no longer master of my own soul. At any moment this 
loathsome parasite may creep into me, and then---- I must tell some one my hideous 
secret--I must tell it or go mad. If I had some one to sympathize and advise! Wilson is out 
of the question. Charles Sadler would understand me only so far as his own experience 
carries him. Pratt-Haldane! He is a well-balanced man, a man of great common-sense and 
resource. I will go to him. I will tell him every thing. God grant that he may be able to 
advise me!  

 

Chapter IV 



6.45 P. M. No, it is useless. There is no human help for me; I must fight this out 
single-handed. Two courses lie before me. I might become this woman's lover. Or I must 
endure such persecutions as she can inflict upon me. Even if none come, I shall live in a 
hell of apprehension. But she may torture me, she may drive me mad, she may kill me: I 
will never, never, never give in. What can she inflict which would be worse than the loss 
of Agatha, and the knowledge that I am a perjured liar, and have forfeited the name of 
gentleman?  

Pratt-Haldane was most amiable, and listened with all politeness to my story. But 
when I looked at his heavy set features, his slow eyes, and the ponderous study furniture 
which surrounded him, I could hardly tell him what I had come to say. It was all so 
substantial, so material. And, besides, what would I myself have said a short month ago if 
one of my colleagues had come to me with a story of demonic possession? Perhaps. I 
should have been less patient than he was. As it was, he took notes of my statement, 
asked me how much tea I drank, how many hours I slept, whether I had been 
overworking much, had I had sudden pains in the head, evil dreams, singing in the ears, 
flashes before the eyes--all questions which pointed to his belief that brain congestion 
was at the bottom of my trouble. Finally he dismissed me with a great many platitudes 
about open-air exercise, and avoidance of nervous excitement. His prescription, which 
was for chloral and bromide, I rolled up and threw into the gutter.  

No, I can look for no help from any human being. If I consult any more, they may 
put their heads together and I may find myself in an asylum. I can but grip my courage 
with both hands, and pray that an honest man may not be abandoned.  

April 10. It is the sweetest spring within the memory of man. So green, so mild, so 
beautiful t Ah, what a contrast between nature without and my own soul so torn with 
doubt and terror! It has been an uneventful day, but I know that I am on the edge of an 
abyss. I know it, and yet I go on with the routine of my life. The one bright spot is that 
Agatha is happy and well and out of all danger. If this creature had a hand on each of us, 
what might she not do?  

April 16. The woman is ingenious in her torments. She knows how fond I am of 
my work, and how highly my lectures are thought of. So it is from that point that she now 
attacks me. It will end, I can see, in my losing my professorship, but I will fight to the 
finish. She shall not drive me out of it without a struggle.  

I was not conscious of any change during my lecture this morning save that for a 
minute or two I had a dizziness and swimminess which rapidly passed away. On the 
contrary, I congratulated myself upon having made my subject (the functions of the red 
corpuscles) both interesting and clear. I was surprised, therefore, when a student came 
into my laboratory immediately after the lecture, and complained of being puzzled by the 
discrepancy between my statements and those in the text books. He showed me his note-
book, in which I was reported as having in one portion of the lecture championed the 
most outrageous and unscientific heresies. Of course I denied it, and declared that he had 
misunderstood me, but on comparing his notes with those of his companions, it became 



clear that he was right, and that I really had made some most preposterous statements. Of 
course I shall explain it away as being the result of a moment of aberration, but I feel 
only too sure that it will be the first of a series. It is but a month now to the end of the 
session, and I pray that I may be able to hold out until then.  

April 26. Ten days have elapsed since I have had the heart to make any entry in 
my journal. Why should I record my own humiliation and degradation? I had vowed 
never to open it again. And yet the force of habit is strong, and here I find myself taking 
up once more the record of my own dreadful experiences--in much the same spirit in 
which a suicide has been known to take notes of the effects of the poison which killed 
him.  

Well, the crash which I had foreseen has come--and that no further back than 
yesterday. The university authorities have taken my lectureship from me. It has been 
done in the most delicate way, purporting to be a temporary measure to relieve me from 
the effects of overwork, and to give me the opportunity of recovering my health. None 
the less, it has been done, and I am no longer Professor Gilroy. The laboratory is still in 
my charge, but I have little doubt that that also will soon go.  

The fact is that my lectures had become the laughing- stock of the university. My 
class was crowded with students who came to see and hear what the eccentric professor 
would do or say next. I cannot go into the detail of my humiliation. Oh, that devilish 
woman! There is no depth of buffoonery and imbecility to which she has not forced me. I 
would begin my lecture clearly and well, but always with the sense of a coming eclipse. 
Then as I felt the influence I would struggle against it, striving with clenched hands and 
beads of sweat upon my brow to get the better of it, while the students, hearing my 
incoherent words and watching my contortions, would roar with laughter at the antics of 
their professor. And then, when she had once fairly mastered me, out would come the 
most outrageous things--silly jokes, sentiments as though I were proposing a toast, 
snatches of ballads, personal abuse even against some member of my class. And then in a 
moment my brain would clear again, and my lecture would proceed decorously to the 
end. No wonder that my conduct has been the talk of the colleges. No wonder that the 
University Senate has been compelled to take official notice of such a scandal. Oh, that 
devilish woman!  

And the most dreadful part of it all is my own loneliness. Here I sit in a 
commonplace English bow- window, looking out upon a commonplace English street 
with its garish 'buses and its lounging policeman, and behind me there hangs a shadow 
which is out of all keeping with the age and place. In the home of knowledge I am 
weighed down and tortured by a power of which science knows nothing. No magistrate 
would listen to me. No paper would discuss my case. No doctor would believe my 
symptoms. My own most intimate friends would only look upon it as a sign of brain 
derangement. I am out of all touch with my kind. Oh, that devilish woman! Let her have a 
care! She may push me too far. When the law cannot help a man, he may make a law for 
himself.  



She met me in the High Street yesterday evening and spoke to me. It was as well 
for her, perhaps, that it was not between the hedges of a lonely country road. She asked 
me with her cold smile whether I had been chastened yet. I did not deign to answer her. 
"We must try another turn of the screw;" said she. Have a care, my lady, have a care! I 
had her at my mercy once. Perhaps another chance may come.  

April 28. The suspension of my lectureship has had the effect also of taking away 
her means of annoying me, and so I have enjoyed two blessed days of peace. After all, 
there is no reason to despair. Sympathy pours in to me from all sides, and every one 
agrees that it is my devotion to science and the arduous nature of my researches which 
have shaken my nervous system. I have had the kindest message from the council 
advising me to travel abroad, and expressing the confident hope that I may be able to 
resume all my duties by the beginning of the summer term. Nothing could be more 
flattering than their allusions to my career and to my services to the university. It is only 
in misfortune that one can test one's own popularity. This creature may weary of 
tormenting me, and then all may yet be well. May God grant it!  

April 29. Our sleepy little town has had a small sensation. The only knowledge of 
crime which we ever have is when a rowdy undergraduate breaks a few lamps or comes 
to blows with a policeman. Last night, however, there was an attempt made to break-into 
the branch of the Bank of England, and we are all in a flutter in consequence.  

Parkenson, the manager, is an intimate friend of mine, and I found him very much 
excited when I walked round there after breakfast. Had the thieves broken into the 
counting-house, they would still have had the safes to reckon with, so that the defence 
was considerably stronger than the attack. Indeed, the latter does not appear to have ever 
been very formidable. Two of the lower windows have marks as if a chisel or some such 
instrument had been pushed under them to force them open. The police should have a 
good clue, for the wood-work had been done with green paint only the day before, and 
from the smears it is evident that some of it has found its way on to the criminal's hands 
or clothes.  

4.30 P. M. Ah, that accursed woman! That thrice accursed woman! Never mind! 
She shall not beat me! No, she shall not! But, oh, the she-devil! She has taken my 
professorship. Now she would take my honor. Is there nothing I can do against her, 
nothing save---- Ah, but, hard pushed as I am, I cannot bring myself to think of that!  

It was about an hour ago that I went into my bedroom, and was brushing my hair 
before the glass, when suddenly my eyes lit upon something which left me so sick and 
cold that I sat down upon the edge of the bed and began to cry. It is many a long year 
since I shed tears, but all my nerve was gone, and I could but sob and sob in impotent 
grief and anger. There was my house jacket, the coat I usually wear after dinner, hanging 
on its peg by the wardrobe, with the right sleeve thickly crusted from wrist to elbow with 
daubs of green paint.  



So this was what she meant by another turn of the screw! She had made a public 
imbecile of me. Now she would brand me as a criminal. This time she has failed. But 
how about the next? I dare not think of it--and of Agatha and my poor old mother! I wish 
that I were dead!  

Yes, this is the other turn of the screw. And this is also what she meant, no doubt, 
when she said that I had not realized yet the power she has over me. I look back at my 
account of my conversation with her, and I see how she declared that with a slight 
exertion of her will her subject would be conscious, and with a stronger one unconscious. 
Last night I was unconscious. I could have sworn that I slept soundly in my bed without 
so much as a dream. And yet those stains tell me that I dressed, made my way out, 
attempted to open the bank windows, and returned. Was I observed? Is it possible that 
some one saw me do it and followed me home? Ah, what a hell my life has become! I 
have no peace, no rest. But my patience is nearing its end.  

10 P. M. I have cleaned my coat with turpentine. I do not think that any one could 
have seen me. It was with my screw-driver that I made the marks. I found it all crusted 
with paint, and I have cleaned it. My head aches as if it would burst, and I have taken five 
grains of antipyrine. If it were not for Agatha, I should have taken fifty and had an end of 
it.  

May 3. Three quiet days. This hell fiend is like a cat with a mouse. She lets me 
loose only to pounce upon me again. I am never so frightened as when every thing is still. 
My physical state is deplorable-- perpetual hiccough and ptosis of the left eyelid.  

I have heard from the Mardens that they will be back the day after to-morrow. I 
do not know whether I am glad or sorry. They were safe in London. Once here they may 
be drawn into the miserable network in which I am myself struggling. And I must tell 
them of it. I cannot marry Agatha so long as I know that I am not responsible for my own 
actions. Yes, I must tell them, even if it brings every thing to an end between us.  

To-night is the university ball, and I must go. God knows I never felt less in the 
humor for festivity, but I must not have it said that I am unfit to appear in public. If I am 
seen there, and have speech with some of the elders of the university it will go a long way 
toward showing them that it would be unjust to take my chair away from me.  

10 P. M. I have been to the ball. Charles Sadler and I went together, but I have come 
away before him. I shall wait up for him, however, for, indeed, I fear to go to sleep these 
nights. He is a cheery, practical fellow, and a chat with him will steady my nerves. On the 
whole, the evening was a great success. I talked to every one who has influence, and I 
think that I made them realize that my chair is not vacant quite yet. The creature was at 
the ball--unable to dance, of course, but sitting with Mrs. Wilson. Again and again her 
eyes rested upon me. They were almost the last things I saw before I left the room. Once, 
as I sat sideways to her, I watched her, and saw that her gaze was following some one 
else. It was Sadler, who was dancing at the time with the second Miss Thurston. To judge 
by her expression, it is well for him that he is not in her grip as I am. He does not know 



the escape he has had. I think I hear his step in the street now, and I will go down and let 
him in. If he will----  

May 4. Why did I break off in this way last night? I never went down stairs, after 
all--at least, I have no recollection of doing so. But, on the other hand, I cannot remember 
going to bed. One of my hands is greatly swollen this morning, and yet I have no 
remembrance of injuring it yesterday. Otherwise, I am feeling all the better for last night's 
festivity. But I cannot understand how it is that I did not meet Charles Sadler when I so 
fully intended to do so. Is it possible---- My God, it is only too probable! Has she been 
leading me some devil's dance again? I will go down to Sadler and ask him.  

Mid-day. The thing has come to a crisis. My life is not worth living. But, if I am 
to die, then she shall come also. I will not leave her behind, to drive some other man mad 
as she has me. No, I have come to the limit of my endurance. She has made me as 
desperate and dangerous a man as walks the earth. God knows I have never had the heart 
to hurt a fly, and yet, if I had my hands now upon that woman, she should never leave 
this room alive. I shall see her this very day, and she shall learn what she has to expect 
from me.  

I went to Sadler and found him, to my surprise, in bed. As I entered he sat up and 
turned a face toward me which sickened me as I looked at it.  

"Why, Sadler, what has happened?" I cried, but my heart turned cold as I said it.  

"Gilroy," he answered, mumbling with his swollen lips, "I have for some weeks 
been under the impression that you are a madman. Now I know it, and that you are a 
dangerous one as well. If it were not that I am unwilling to make a scandal in the college, 
you would now be in the hands of the police."  

"Do you mean----" I cried.  

"I mean that as I opened the door last night you rushed out upon me, struck me 
with both your fists in the face, knocked me down, kicked me furiously in the side, and 
left me lying almost unconscious in the street. Look at your own hand bearing witness 
against you."  

Yes, there it was, puffed up, with sponge-like knuckles, as after some terrific 
blow. What could I do? Though he put me down as a madman, I must tell him all. I sat by 
his bed and went over all my troubles from the beginning. I poured them out with 
quivering hands and burning words which might have carried conviction to the most 
sceptical. "She hates you and she hates me!" I cried. "She revenged herself last night on 
both of us at once. She saw me leave the ball, and she must have seen you also. She knew 
how long it would take you to reach home. Then she had but to use her wicked will. Ah, 
your bruised face is a small thing beside my bruised soul!"  



He was struck by my story. That was evident. "Yes, yes, she watched me out of 
the room," he muttered. "She is capable of it. But is it possible that she has really reduced 
you to this? What do you intend to do?"  

"To stop it!" I cried. "I am perfectly desperate; I shall give her fair warning to-
day, and the next time will be the last."  

"Do nothing rash," said he.  

"Rash!" I cried. "The only rash thing is that I should postpone it another hour." 
With that I rushed to my room, and here I am on the eve of what may be the great crisis 
of my life. I shall start at once. I have gained one thing to-day, for I have made one man, 
at least, realize the truth of this monstrous experience of mine. And, if the worst should 
happen, this diary remains as a proof of the goad that has driven me.  

Evening. When I came to Wilson's, I was shown up, and found that he was sitting 
with Miss Penclosa. For half an hour I had to endure his fussy talk about his recent 
research into the exact nature of the spiritualistic rap, while the creature and I sat in 
silence looking across the room at each other. I read a sinister amusement in her eyes, and 
she must have seen hatred and menace in mine. I had almost despaired of having speech 
with her when he was called from the room, and we were left for a few moments 
together.  

"Well, Professor Gilroy--or is it Mr. Gilroy?" said she, with that bitter smile of 
hers. "How is your friend Mr. Charles Sadler after the ball?"  

"You fiend!" I cried. "You have come to the end of your tricks now. I will have 
no more of them. Listen to what I say." I strode across and shook her roughly by the 
shoulder "As sure as there is a God in heaven, I swear that if you try another of your 
deviltries upon me I will have your life for it. Come what may, I will have your life. I 
have come to the end of what a man can endure."  

"Accounts are not quite settled between us," said she, with a passion that equalled 
my own. "I can love, and I can hate. You had your choice. You chose to spurn the first; 
now you must test the other. It will take a little more to break your spirit, I see, but 
broken it shall be. Miss Marden comes back to-morrow, as I understand."  

"What has that to do with you?" I cried. "It is a pollution that you should dare 
even to think of her. If I thought that you would harm her----"  

She was frightened, I could see, though she tried to brazen it out. She read the 
black thought in my mind, and cowered away from me.  

"She is fortunate in having such a champion," said she. "He actually dares to 
threaten a lonely woman. I must really congratulate Miss Marden upon her protector."  



The words were bitter, but the voice and manner were more acid still.  

"There is no use talking," said I. "I only came here to tell you,--and to tell you 
most solemnly,--that your next outrage upon me will be your last." With that, as I heard 
Wilson's step upon the stair, I walked from the room. Ay, she may look venomous and 
deadly, but, for all that, she is beginning to see now that she has as much to fear from me 
as I can have from her. Murder! It has an ugly sound. But you don't talk of murdering a 
snake or of murdering a tiger. Let her have a care now.  

May 5. I met Agatha and her mother at the station at eleven o'clock. She is 
looking so bright, so happy, so beautiful. And she was so overjoyed to see me. What have 
I done to deserve such love? I went back home with them, and we lunched together. All 
the troubles seem in a moment to have been shredded back from my life. She tells me that 
I am looking pale and worried and ill. The dear child puts it down to my loneliness and 
the perfunctory attentions of a housekeeper. I pray that she may never know the truth! 
May the shadow, if shadow there must be, lie ever black across my life and leave hers in 
the sunshine. I have just come back from them, feeling a new man. With her by my side I 
think that I could show a bold face to any thing which life might send.  

5 P. M. Now, let me try to be accurate. Let me try to say exactly how it occurred. 
It is fresh in my mind, and I can set it down correctly, though it is not likely that the time 
will ever come when I shall forget the doings of to-day.  

I had returned from the Mardens' after lunch, and was cutting some microscopic 
sections in my freezing microtome, when in an instant I lost consciousness in the sudden 
hateful fashion which has become only too familiar to me of late.  

When my senses came back to me I was sitting in a small chamber, very different 
from the one in which I had been working. It was cosey and bright, with chintz- covered 
settees, colored hangings, and a thousand pretty little trifles upon the wall. A small 
ornamental clock ticked in front of me, and the hands pointed to half-past three. It was all 
quite familiar to me, and yet I stared about for a moment in a half- dazed way until my 
eyes fell upon a cabinet photograph of myself upon the top of the piano. On the other side 
stood one of Mrs. Marden. Then, of course, I remembered where I was. It was Agatha's 
boudoir.  

But how came I there, and what did I want? A horrible sinking came to my heart. 
Had I been sent here on some devilish errand? Had that errand already been done? Surely 
it must; otherwise, why should I be allowed to come back to consciousness? Oh, the 
agony of that moment! What had I done? I sprang to my feet in my despair, and as I did 
so a small glass bottle fell from my knees on to the carpet.  

It was unbroken, and I picked it up. Outside was written "Sulphuric Acid. Fort." 
When I drew the round glass stopper, a thick fume rose slowly up, and a pungent, 
choking smell pervaded the room. I recognized it as one which I kept for chemical testing 
in my chambers. But why had I brought a bottle of vitriol into Agatha's chamber? Was it 



not this thick, reeking liquid with which jealous women had been known to mar the 
beauty of their rivals? My heart stood still as I held the bottle to the light. Thank God, it 
was full! No mischief had been done as yet. But had Agatha come in a minute sooner, 
was it not certain that the hellish parasite within me would have dashed the stuff into her-
--- Ah, it will not bear to be thought of! But it must have been for that. Why else should I 
have brought it? At the thought of what I might have done my worn nerves broke down, 
and I sat shivering and twitching, the pitiable wreck of a man.  

It was the sound of Agatha's voice and the rustle of her dress which restored me. I 
looked up, and saw her blue eyes, so full of tenderness and pity, gazing down at me.  

"We must take you away to the country, Austin," she said. "You want rest and 
quiet. You look wretchedly ill."  

"Oh, it is nothing!" said I, trying to smile. "It was only a momentary weakness. I 
am all right again now."  

"I am so sorry to keep you waiting. Poor boy, you must have been here quite half 
an hour! The vicar was in the drawing-room, and, as I knew that you did not care for him, 
I thought it better that Jane should show you up here. I thought the man would never go!"  

"Thank God he stayed! Thank God he stayed!" I cried hysterically.  

"Why, what is the matter with you, Austin?" she asked, holding my arm as I 
staggered up from the chair. "Why are you glad that the vicar stayed? And what is this 
little bottle in your hand?"  

"Nothing," I cried, thrusting it into my pocket. "But I must go. I have something 
important to do."  

"How stern you look, Austin! I have never seen your face like that. You are 
angry?"  

"Yes, I am angry."  

"But not with me?"  

"No, no, my darling! You would not understand."  

"But you have not told me why you came."  

"I came to ask you whether you would always love me--no matter what I did, or 
what shadow might fall on my name. Would you believe in me and trust me however 
black appearances might be against me?"  

"You know that I would, Austin."  



"Yes, I know that you would. What I do I shall do for you. I am driven to it. There 
is no other way out, my darling!" I kissed her and rushed from the room.  

The time for indecision was at an end. As long as the creature threatened my own 
prospects and my honor there might be a question as to what I should do. But now, when 
Agatha--my innocent Agatha--was endangered, my duty lay before me like a turnpike 
road. I had no weapon, but I never paused for that. What weapon should I need, when I 
felt every muscle quivering with the strength of a frenzied man? I ran through the streets, 
so set upon what I had to do that I was only dimly conscious of the faces of friends whom 
I met-- dimly conscious also that Professor Wilson met me, running with equal 
precipitance in the opposite direction. Breathless but resolute I reached the house and 
rang the bell. A white cheeked maid opened the door, and turned whiter yet when she saw 
the face that looked in at her.  

"Show me up at once to Miss Penclosa," I demanded.  

"Sir," she gasped, "Miss Penclosa died this afternoon at half-past three!"  

“The New Catacomb” is an obvious descendent of Edgar Allan Poe’s “The Cask of 
Amontillado”. Conan Doyle uses darkness effectively as a tool of the terror writer, as he 
will again in “The Terror Of Blue John Gap”. 

THE NEW CATACOMB 

LOOK here, Burger," said Kennedy, "I do wish that you would confide in me." 
The two famous students of Roman remains sat together in Kennedy's comfortable room 
overlooking the Corso. The night was cold, and they had both pulled up their chairs to the 
unsatisfactory Italian stove which threw out a zone of stuffiness rather than of warmth. 
Outside under the bright winter stars lay the modern Rome, the long, double chain of the 
electric lamps, the brilliantly lighted cafes, the rushing carriages, and the dense throng 
upon the footpaths. But inside, in the sumptuous chamber of the rich young English 
archaelogist, there was only old Rome to be seen. Cracked and timeworn friezes hung 
upon the walls, grey old busts of senators and soldiers with their fighting heads and their 
hard, cruel faces peered out from the corners. On the centre table, amidst a litter of 
inscriptions, fragments, and ornaments, there stood the famous reconstruction by 
Kennedy of the Baths of Caracalla, which excited such interest and admiration when it 
was exhibited in Berlin. Amphorae hung from the ceiling, and a litter of curiosities 
strewed the rich red Turkey carpet. And of them all there was not one which was not of 
the most unimpeachable authenticity, and of the utmost rarity and value; for Kennedy, 
though little more than thirty, had a European reputation in this particular branch of 
research, and was, moreover, provided with that long purse which either proves to be a 
fatal handicap to the student's energies, or, if his mind is still true to its purpose, gives 
him an enormous advantage in the race for fame. Kennedy had often been seduced by 
whim and pleasure from his studies, but his mind was an incisive one, capable of long 
and concentrated efforts which ended in sharp reactions of sensuous languor. His 
handsome face, with its high, white forehead, its aggressive nose, and its somewhat loose 



and sensual mouth, was a fair index of the compromise between strength and weakness in 
his nature.  

Of a very different type was his companion, Julius Burger. He came of a curious 
blend, a German father and an Italian mother, with the robust qualities of the North 
mingling strangely with the softer graces of the South. Blue Teutonic eyes lightened his 
sun- browned face, and above them rose a square, massive forehead, with a fringe of 
close yellow curls lying round it. His strong, firm jaw was clean-shaven, and his 
companion had frequently remarked how much it suggested those old Roman busts which 
peered out from the shadows in the corners of his chamber. Under its bluff German 
strength there lay always a suggestion of Italian subtlety, but the smile was so honest, and 
the eyes so frank, that one understood that this was only an indication of his ancestry, 
with no actual bearing upon his character. In age and in reputation, he was on the same 
level as his English companion, but his life and his work had both been far more arduous. 
Twelve years before, he had come as a poor student to Rome, and had lived ever since 
upon some small endowment for research which had been awarded to him by the 
University of Bonn. Painfully, slowly, and doggedly, with extraordinary tenacity and 
single-mindedness, he had climbed from rung to rung of the ladder of fame, until now he 
was a member of the Berlin Academy, and there was every reason to believe that he 
would shortly be promoted to the Chair of the greatest of German Universities. But the 
singleness of purpose which had brought him to the same high level as the rich and 
brilliant Englishman, had caused him in everything outside their work to stand infinitely 
below him. He had never found a pause in his studies in which to cultivate the social 
graces. It was only when he spoke of his own subject that his face was filled with life and 
soul. At other times he was silent and embarrassed, too conscious of his own limitations 
in larger subjects, and impatient of that small talk which is the conventional refuge of 
those who have no thoughts to express.  

And yet for some years there had been an acquaintanceship which appeared to be 
slowly ripening into a friendship between these two very different rivals. The base and 
origin of this lay in the fact that in their own studies each was the only one of the younger 
men who had knowledge and enthusiasm enough to properly appreciate the other. Their 
common interests and pursuits had brought them together, and each had been attracted by 
the other's knowledge. And then gradually something had been added to this. Kennedy 
had been amused by the frankness and simplicity of his rival, while Burger in turn had 
been fascinated by the brilliancy and vivacity which had made Kennedy such a favourite 
in Roman society. I say "had," because just at the moment the young Englishman was 
somewhat under a cloud. A love-affair, the details of which had never quite come out, 
had indicated a heartlessness and callousness upon his part which shocked many of his 
friends. But in the bachelor circles of students and artists in which he preferred to move 
there is no very rigid code of honour in such matters, and though a head might be shaken 
or a pair of shoulders shrugged over the flight of two and the return of one, the general 
sentiment was probably one of curiosity and perhaps of envy rather than of reprobation.  

"Look here, Burger," said Kennedy, looking hard at the placid face of his 
companion, "I do wish that you would confide in me."  



As he spoke he waved his hand in the direction of a rug which lay upon the floor. 
On the rug stood a long, shallow fruit-basket of the light wicker-work which is used in 
the Campagna, and this was heaped with a litter of objects, inscribed tiles, broken 
inscriptions, cracked mosaics, torn papyri, rusty metal ornaments, which to the 
uninitiated might have seemed to have come straight from a dustman's bin, but which a 
specialist would have speedily recognized as unique of their kind. The pile of odds and 
ends in the flat wicker-work basket supplied exactly one of those missing links of social 
development which are of such interest to the student. It was the German who had 
brought them in, and the Englishman's eyes were hungry as he looked at them.  

"I won't interfere with your treasure-trove, but I should very much like to hear 
about it," he continued, while Burger very deliberately lit a cigar. "It is evidently a 
discovery of the first importance. These inscriptions will make a sensation throughout 
Europe."  

"For every one here there are a million there!" said the German. "There are so 
many that a dozen savants might spend a lifetime over them, and build up a reputation as 
solid as the Castle of St. Angelo."  

Kennedy sat thinking with his fine forehead wrinkled and his fingers playing with 
his long, fair moustache.  

"You have given yourself away, Burger!" said he at last. "Your words can only 
apply to one thing. You have discovered a new catacomb."  

"I had no doubt that you had already come to that conclusion from an examination 
of these objects."  

"Well, they certainly appeared to indicate it, but your last remarks make it certain. 
There is no place except a catacomb which could contain so vast a store of relics as you 
describe."  

"Quite so. There is no mystery about that. I HAVE discovered a new catacomb."  

"Where?"  

"Ah, that is my secret, my dear Kennedy. Suffice it that it is so situated that there 
is not one chance in a million of anyone else coming upon it. Its date is different from 
that of any known catacomb, and it has been reserved for the burial of the highest 
Christians, so that the remains and the relics are quite different from anything which has 
ever been seen before. If I was not aware of your knowledge and of your energy, my 
friend, I would not hesitate, under the pledge of secrecy, to tell you everything about it. 
But as it is I think that I must certainly prepare my own report of the matter before I 
expose myself to such formidable competition."  



Kennedy loved his subject with a love which was almost a mania--a love which 
held him true to it, amidst all the distractions which come to a wealthy and dissipated 
young man. He had ambition, but his ambition was secondary to his mere abstract joy 
and interest in everything which concerned the old life and history of the city. He yearned 
to see this new underworld which his companion had discovered.  

"Look here, Burger," said he, earnestly, "I assure you that you can trust me most 
implicitly in the matter. Nothing would induce me to put pen to paper about anything 
which I see until I have your express permission. I quite understand your feeling and I 
think it is most natural, but you have really nothing whatever to fear from me. On the 
other hand, if you don't tell me I shall make a systematic search, and I shall most 
certainly discover it. In that case, of course, I should make what use I liked of it, since I 
should be under no obligation to you."  

Burger smiled thoughtfully over his cigar.  

"I have noticed, friend Kennedy," said he, "that when I want information over any 
point you are not always so ready to supply it."  

"When did you ever ask me anything that I did not tell you? You remember, for 
example, my giving you the material for your paper about the temple of the Vestals."  

"Ah, well, that was not a matter of much importance. If I were to question you 
upon some intimate thing would you give me an answer, I wonder! This new catacomb is 
a very intimate thing to me, and I should certainly expect some sign of confidence in 
return."  

"What you are driving at I cannot imagine," said the Englishman, "but if you 
mean that you will answer my question about the catacomb if I answer any question 
which you may put to me I can assure you that I will certainly do so."  

"Well, then," said Burger, leaning luxuriously back in his settee, and puffing a 
blue tree of cigar-smoke into the air, "tell me all about your relations with Miss Mary 
Saunderson."  

Kennedy sprang up in his chair and glared angrily at his impassive companion.  

"What the devil do you mean?" he cried. "What sort of a question is this? You 
may mean it as a joke, but you never made a worse one."  

"No, I don't mean it as a joke," said Burger, simply. "I am really rather interested 
in the details of the matter. I don't know much about the world and women and social life 
and that sort of thing, and such an incident has the fascination of the unknown for me. I 
know you, and I knew her by sight--I had even spoken to her once or twice. I should very 
much like to hear from your own lips exactly what it was which occurred between you."  



"I won't tell you a word."  

"That's all right. It was only my whim to see if you would give up a secret as 
easily as you expected me to give up my secret of the new catacomb. You wouldn't, and I 
didn't expect you to. But why should you expect otherwise of me? There's Saint John's 
clock striking ten. It is quite time that I was going home."  

"No; wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy; "this is really a ridiculous caprice of yours 
to wish to know about an old love- affair which has burned out months ago. You know 
we look upon a man who kisses and tells as the greatest coward and villain possible."  

"Certainly," said the German, gathering up his basket of curiosities, "when he tells 
anything about a girl which is previously unknown he must be so. But in this case, as you 
must be aware, it was a public matter which was the common talk of Rome, so that you 
are not really doing Miss Mary Saunderson any injury by discussing her case with me. 
But still, I respect your scruples; and so good night!"  

"Wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy, laying his hand upon the other's arm; "I am 
very keen upon this catacomb business, and I can't let it drop quite so easily. Would you 
mind asking me something else in return--something not quite so eccentric this time?"  

"No, no; you have refused, and there is an end of it," said Burger, with his basket 
on his arm. "No doubt you are quite right not to answer, and no doubt I am quite right 
also--and so again, my dear Kennedy, good night!"  

The Englishman watched Burger cross the room, and he had his hand on the 
handle of the door before his host sprang up with the air of a man who is making the best 
of that which cannot be helped.  

"Hold on, old fellow," said he; "I think you are behaving in a most ridiculous 
fashion; but still; if this is your condition, I suppose that I must submit to it. I hate saying 
anything about a girl, but, as you say, it is all over Rome, and I don't suppose I can tell 
you anything which you do not know already. What was it you wanted to know?"  

The German came back to the stove, and, laying down his basket, he sank into his 
chair once more.  

"May I have another cigar?" said he. "Thank you very much! I never smoke when 
I work, but I enjoy a chat much more when I am under the influence of tobacco. Now, as 
regards this young lady, with whom you had this little adventure. What in the world has 
become of her?"  

"She is at home with her own people."  

"Oh, really--in England?"  



"Yes."  

"What part of England--London?"  

"No, Twickenham."  

"You must excuse my curiosity, my dear Kennedy, and you must put it down to 
my ignorance of the world. No doubt it is quite a simple thing to persuade a young lady 
to go off with you for three weeks or so, and then to hand her over to her own family at--
what did you call the place?"  

"Twickenham."  

"Quite so--at Twickenham. But it is something so entirely outside my own 
experience that I cannot even imagine how you set about it. For example, if you had 
loved this girl your love could hardly disappear in three weeks, so I presume that you 
could not have loved her at all. But if you did not love her why should you make this 
great scandal which has damaged you and ruined her?"  

Kennedy looked moodily into the red eye of the stove.  

"That's a logical way of looking at it, certainly," said he. "Love is a big word, and 
it represents a good many different shades of feeling. I liked her, and--well, you say 
you've seen her --you know how charming she could look. But still I am willing to admit, 
looking back, that I could never have really loved her."  

"Then, my dear Kennedy, why did you do it?"  

"The adventure of the thing had a great deal to do with it."  

"What! You are so fond of adventures!"  

"Where would the variety of life be without them? It was for an adventure that I 
first began to pay my attentions to her I've chased a good deal of game in my time, but 
there's no chase like that of a pretty woman. There was the piquant difficulty of it also, 
for, as she was the companion of Lady Emily Rood, it was almost impossible to see her 
alone. On the top of all the other obstacles which attracted me, I learned from her own 
lips very early in the proceedings that she was engaged."  

"Mein Gott! To whom?"  

"She mentioned no names."  

"I do not think that anyone knows that. So that made the adventure more alluring, 
did it?"  



"Well, it did certainly give a spice to it. Don't you think so?"  

"I tell you that I am very ignorant about these things."  

"My dear fellow, you can remember that the apple you stole from your 
neighbour's tree was always sweeter than that which fell from your own. And then I 
found that she cared for me."  

"What--at once?"  

"Oh, no, it took about three months of sapping and mining. But at last I won her 
over. She understood that my judicial separation from my wife made it impossible for me 
to do the right thing by her--but she came all the same, and we had a delightful time, as 
long as it lasted."  

"But how about the other man?"  

Kennedy shrugged his shoulders.  

"I suppose it is the survival of the fittest," said he. "If he had been the better man 
she would not have deserted him. Let's drop the subject, for I have had enough of it!"  

"Only one other thing. How did you get rid of her in three weeks?"  

"Well, we had both cooled down a bit, you understand. She absolutely refused, 
under any circumstances, to come back to face the people she had known in Rome. Now, 
of course, Rome is necessary to me, and I was already pining to be back at my work--so 
there was one obvious cause of separation. Then, again, her old father turned up at the 
hotel in London, and there was a scene, and the whole thing became so unpleasant that 
really--though I missed her dreadfully at first--I was very glad to slip out of it. Now, I 
rely upon you not to repeat anything of what I have said."  

"My dear Kennedy, I should not dream of repeating it. But all that you say 
interests me very much, for it gives me an insight into your way of looking at things, 
which is entirely different from mine, for I have seen so little of life. And now you want 
to know about my new catacomb. There's no use my trying to describe it, for you would 
never find it by that. There is only one thing, and that is for me to take you there."  

"That would be splendid."  

"When would you like to come?"  

"The sooner the better. I am all impatience to see it."  



"Well, it is a beautiful night--though a trifle cold. Suppose we start in an hour. We 
must be very careful to keep the matter to ourselves. If anyone saw us hunting in couples 
they would suspect that there was something going on."  

"We can't be too cautious," said Kennedy. "Is it far?"  

"Some miles."  

"Not too far to walk?"  

"Oh, no, we could walk there easily."  

"We had better do so, then. A cabman's suspicions would be aroused if he 
dropped us both at some lonely spot in the dead of the night."  

"Quite so. I think it would be best for us to meet at the Gate of the Appian Way at 
midnight. I must go back to my lodgings for the matches and candles and things."  

"All right, Burger! I think it is very kind of you to let me into this secret, and I 
promise you that I will write nothing about it until you have published your report. Good-
bye for the present! You will find me at the Gate at twelve."  

The cold, clear air was filled with the musical chimes from that city of clocks as 
Burger, wrapped in an Italian overcoat, with a lantern hanging from his hand, walked up 
to the rendezvous. Kennedy stepped out of the shadow to meet him.  

"You are ardent in work as well as in love!" said the German, laughing.  

"Yes; I have been waiting here for nearly half an hour."  

"I hope you left no clue as to where we were going."  

"Not such a fool! By Jove, I am chilled to the bone! Come on, Burger, let us 
warm ourselves by a spurt of hard walking."  

Their footsteps sounded loud and crisp upon the rough stone paving of the 
disappointing road which is all that is left of the most famous highway of the world. A 
peasant or two going home from the wine-shop, and a few carts of country produce 
coming up to Rome, were the only things which they met. They swung along, with the 
huge tombs looming up through the darkness upon each side of them, until they had come 
as far as the Catacombs of St. Calistus, and saw against a rising moon the great circular 
bastion of Cecilia Metella in front of them. Then Burger stopped with his hand to his 
side.  

"Your legs are longer than mine, and you are more accustomed to walking," said 
he, laughing. "I think that the place where we turn off is somewhere here. Yes, this is it, 



round the corner of the trattoria. Now, it is a very narrow path, so perhaps I had better go 
in front and you can follow."  

He had lit his lantern, and by its light they were enabled to follow a narrow and 
devious track which wound across the marshes of the Campagna. The great Aqueduct of 
old Rome lay like a monstrous caterpillar across the moonlit landscape, and their road led 
them under one of its huge arches, and past the circle of crumbling bricks which marks 
the old arena. At last Burger stopped at a solitary wooden cow-house, and he drew a key 
from his pocket. "Surely your catacomb is not inside a house!" cried Kennedy  

"The entrance to it is. That is just the safeguard which we have against anyone 
else discovering it."  

"Does the proprietor know of it?"  

"Not he. He had found one or two objects which made me almost certain that his 
house was built on the entrance to such a place. So I rented it from him, and did my 
excavations for myself. Come in, and shut the door behind you."  

It was a long, empty building, with the mangers of the cows along one wall. 
Burger put his lantern down on the ground, and shaded its light in all directions save one 
by draping his overcoat round it.  

"It might excite remark if anyone saw a light in this lonely place," said he. "Just 
help me to move this boarding."  

The flooring was loose in the corner, and plank by plank the two savants raised it 
and leaned it against the wall. Below there was a square aperture and a stair of old stone 
steps which led away down into the bowels of the earth.  

"Be careful!" cried Burger, as Kennedy, in his impatience, hurried down them. "It 
is a perfect rabbits'-warren below, and if you were once to lose your way there the 
chances would be a hundred to one against your ever coming out again. Wait until I bring 
the light."  

"How do you find your own way if it is so complicated?"  

"I had some very narrow escapes at first, but I have gradually learned to go about. 
There is a certain system to it, but it is one which a lost man, if he were in the dark, could 
not possibly find out. Even now I always spin out a ball of string behind me when I am 
going far into the catacomb. You can see for yourself that it is difficult, but every one of 
these passages divides and subdivides a dozen times before you go a hundred yards."  

They had descended some twenty feet from the level of the byre, and they were 
standing now in a square chamber cut out of the soft tufa. The lantern cast a flickering 



light, bright below and dim above, over the cracked brown walls. In every direction were 
the black openings of passages which radiated from this common centre.  

"I want you to follow me closely, my friend," said Burger. "Do not loiter to look 
at anything upon the way, for the place to which I will take you contains all that you can 
see, and more. It will save time for us to go there direct."  

He led the way down one of the corridors, and the Englishman followed closely at 
his heels. Every now and then the passage bifurcated, but Burger was evidently following 
some secret marks of his own, for he neither stopped nor hesitated. Everywhere along the 
walls, packed like the berths upon an emigrant ship, lay the Christians of old Rome. The 
yellow light flickered over the shrivelled features of the mummies, and gleamed upon 
rounded skulls and long, white armbones crossed over fleshless chests. And everywhere 
as he passed Kennedy looked with wistful eyes upon inscriptions, funeral vessels, 
pictures, vestments, utensils, all lying as pious hands had placed them so many centuries 
ago. It was apparent to him, even in those hurried, passing glances, that this was the 
earliest and finest of the catacombs, containing such a storehouse of Roman remains as 
had never before come at one time under the observation of the student.  

"What would happen if the light went out?" he asked, as they hurried onwards.  

"I have a spare candle and a box of matches in my pocket. By the way, Kennedy, 
have you any matches?"  

"No; you had better give me some."  

"Oh, that is all right. There is no chance of our separating."  

"How far are we going? It seems to me that we have walked at least a quarter of a 
mile."  

"More than that, I think. There is really no limit to the tombs--at least, I have 
never been able to find any. This is a very difficult place, so I think that I will use our ball 
of string."  

He fastened one end of it to a projecting stone and he carried the coil in the breast 
of his coat, paying it out as he advanced. Kennedy saw that it was no unnecessary 
precaution, for the passages had become more complex and tortuous than ever, with a 
perfect network of intersecting corridors. But these all ended in one large circular hall 
with a square pedestal of tufa topped with a slab of marble at one end of it.  

"By Jove!" cried Kennedy in an ecstasy, as Burger swung his lantern over the 
marble. "It is a Christian altar--probably the first one in existence. Here is the little 
consecration cross cut upon the corner of it. No doubt this circular space was used as a 
church."  



"Precisely," said Burger. "If I had more time I should like to show you all the 
bodies which are buried in these niches upon the walls, for they are the early popes and 
bishops of the Church, with their mitres, their croziers, and full canonicals. Go over to 
that one and look at it!"  

Kennedy went across, and stared at the ghastly head which lay loosely on the 
shredded and mouldering mitre.  

"This is most interesting," said he, and his voice seemed to boom against the 
concave vault. "As far as my experience goes, it is unique. Bring the lantern over, Burger, 
for I want to see them all."  

But the German had strolled away, and was standing in the middle of a yellow 
circle of light at the other side of the hall.  

"Do you know how many wrong turnings there are between this and the stairs?" 
he asked. "There are over two thousand. No doubt it was one of the means of protection 
which the Christians adopted. The odds are two thousand to one against a man getting 
out, even if he had a light; but if he were in the dark it would, of course, be far more 
difficult."  

"So I should think."  

"And the darkness is something dreadful. I tried it once for an experiment. Let us 
try it again!" He stooped to the lantern, and in an instant it was as if an invisible hand was 
squeezed tightly over each of Kennedy's eyes. Never had he known what such darkness 
was. It seemed to press upon him and to smother him. It was a solid obstacle against 
which the body shrank from advancing. He put his hands out to push it back from him.  

"That will do, Burger," said he, "let's have the light again."  

But his companion began to laugh, and in that circular room the sound seemed to 
come from every side at once.  

"You seem uneasy, friend Kennedy," said he.  

"Go on, man, light the candle!" said Kennedy impatiently.  

"It's very strange, Kennedy, but I could not in the least tell by the sound in which 
direction you stand. Could you tell where I am?"  

"No; you seem to be on every side of me."  

"If it were not for this string which I hold in my hand I should not have a notion 
which way to go."  



"I dare say not. Strike a light, man, and have an end of this nonsense."  

"Well, Kennedy, there are two things which I understand that you are very fond 
of. The one is an adventure, and the other is an obstacle to surmount. The adventure must 
be the finding of your way out of this catacomb. The obstacle will be the darkness and the 
two thousand wrong turns which make the way a little difficult to find. But you need not 
hurry, for you have plenty of time, and when you halt for a rest now and then, I should 
like you just to think of Miss Mary Saunderson, and whether you treated her quite fairly."  

"You devil, what do you mean?" roared Kennedy. He was running about in little 
circles and clasping at the solid blackness with both hands.  

"Good-bye," said the mocking voice, and it was already at some distance. "I really 
do not think, Kennedy, even by your own showing that you did the right thing by that 
girl. There was only one little thing which you appeared not to know, and I can supply it. 
Miss Saunderson was engaged to a poor ungainly devil of a student, and his name was 
Julius Burger."  

There was a rustle somewhere, the vague sound of a foot striking a stone, and 
then there fell silence upon that old Christian church--a stagnant, heavy silence which 
closed round Kennedy and shut him in like water round a drowning man.  

Some two months afterwards the following paragraph made the round of the 
European Press:  

"One of the most interesting discoveries of recent years is that of the new catacomb in Rome, which lies 
some distance to the east of the well-known vaults of St. Calixtus. The finding of this important burial-
place, which is exceeding rich in most interesting early Christian remains, is due to the energy and sagacity 
of Dr. Julius Burger, the young German specialist, who is rapidly taking the first place as an authority upon 
ancient Rome. Although the first to publish his discovery, it appears that a less fortunate adventurer had 
anticipated Dr. Burger. Some months ago Mr. Kennedy, the well-known English student, disappeared 
suddenly from his rooms in the Corso, and it was conjectured that his association with a recent scandal had 
driven him to leave Rome. It appears now that he had in reality fallen a victim to that fervid love of 
archaeology which had raised him to a distinguished place among living scholars. His body was discovered 
in the heart of the new catacomb, and it was evident from the condition of his feet and boots that he had 
tramped for days through the tortuous corridors which make these subterranean tombs so dangerous to 
explorers. The deceased gentleman had, with inexplicable rashness, made his way into this labyrinth 
without, as far as can be discovered, taking with him either candles or matches, so that his sad fate was the 
natural result of his own temerity. What makes the matter more painful is that Dr. Julius Burger was an 
intimate friend of the deceased. His joy at the extraordinary find which he has been so fortunate as to make 
has been greatly marred by the terrible fate of his comrade and fellow-worker."  

 

Conan Doyle did not need supernatural creatures to create horror, though he does on 
several instances. In “The Brazilian Cat” he uses suspense to give us one of his best non-
supernatural tales. Like the best of Holmes, this story relies on good story-telling to raise 
the hairs on the back of the neck. What Doyle can do with a large jungle cat and a 
maniac! 



THE BRAZILIAN CAT 

IT is hard luck on a young fellow to have expensive tastes, great expectations, 
aristocratic connections, but no actual money in his pocket, and no profession by which 
he may earn any. The fact was that my father, a good, sanguine, easy-going man, had 
such confidence in the wealth and benevolence of his bachelor elder brother, Lord 
Southerton, that he took it for granted that I, his only son, would never be called upon to 
earn a living for myself. He imagined that if there were not a vacancy for me on the great 
Southerton Estates, at least there would be found some post in that diplomatic service 
which still remains the special preserve of our privileged classes. He died too early to 
realize how false his calculations had been. Neither my uncle nor the State took the 
slightest notice of me, or showed any interest in my career. An occasional brace of 
pheasants, or basket of hares, was all that ever reached me to remind me that I was heir to 
Otwell House and one of the richest estates in the country. In the meantime, I found 
myself a bachelor and man about town, living in a suite of apartments in Grosvenor 
Mansions, with no occupation save that of pigeon-shooting and polo-playing at 
Hurlingham. Month by month I realized that it was more and more difficult to get the 
brokers to renew my bills, or to cash any further post-obits upon an unentailed property. 
Ruin lay right across my path, and every day I saw it clearer, nearer, and more absolutely 
unavoidable.  

What made me feel my own poverty the more was that, apart from the great 
wealth of Lord Southerton, all my other relations were fairly well-to-do. The nearest of 
these was Everard King, my father's nephew and my own first cousin, who had spent an 
adventurous life in Brazil, and had now returned to this country to settle down on his 
fortune. We never knew how he made his money, but he appeared to have plenty of it, for 
he bought the estate of Greylands, near Clipton-on-the-Marsh, in Suffolk. For the first 
year of his residence in England he took no more notice of me than my miserly uncle; but 
at last one summer morning, to my very great relief and joy, I received a letter asking me 
to come down that very day and spend a short visit at Greylands Court. I was expecting a 
rather long visit to Bankruptcy Court at the time, and this interruption seemed almost 
providential. If I could only get on terms with this unknown relative of mine, I might pull 
through yet. For the family credit he could not let me go entirely to the wall. I ordered my 
valet to pack my valise, and I set off the same evening for Clipton-on-the-Marsh.  

After changing at Ipswich, a little local train deposited me at a small, deserted 
station lying amidst a rolling grassy country, with a sluggish and winding river curving in 
and out amidst the valleys, between high, silted banks, which showed that we were within 
reach of the tide. No carriage was awaiting me (I found afterwards that my telegram had 
been delayed), so I hired a dogcart at the local inn. The driver, an excellent fellow, was 
full of my relative's praises, and I learned from him that Mr. Everard King was already a 
name to conjure with in that part of the county. He had entertained the school-children, 
he had thrown his grounds open to visitors, he had subscribed to charities--in short, his 
benevolence had been so universal that my driver could only account for it on the 
supposition that he had parliamentary ambitions.  



My attention was drawn away from my driver's panegyric by the appearance of a 
very beautiful bird which settled on a telegraph- post beside the road. At first I thought 
that it was a jay, but it was larger, with a brighter plumage. The driver accounted for its 
presence at once by saying that it belonged to the very man whom we were about to visit. 
It seems that the acclimatization of foreign creatures was one of his hobbies, and that he 
had brought with him from Brazil a number of birds and beasts which he was 
endeavouring to rear in England. When once we had passed the gates of Greylands Park 
we had ample evidence of this taste of his. Some small spotted deer, a curious wild pig 
known, I believe, as a peccary, a gorgeously feathered oriole, some sort of armadillo, and 
a singular lumbering in-toed beast like a very fat badger, were among the creatures which 
I observed as we drove along the winding avenue.  

Mr. Everard King, my unknown cousin, was standing in person upon the steps of 
his house, for he had seen us in the distance, and guessed that it was I. His appearance 
was very homely and benevolent, short and stout, forty-five years old, perhaps, with a 
round, good-humoured face, burned brown with the tropical sun, and shot with a 
thousand wrinkles. He wore white linen clothes, in true planter style, with a cigar 
between his lips, and a large Panama hat upon the back of his head. It was such a figure 
as one associates with a verandahed bungalow, and it looked curiously out of place in 
front of this broad, stone English mansion, with its solid wings and its Palladio pillars 
before the doorway.  

"My dear!" he cried, glancing over his shoulder; "my dear, here is our guest! 
Welcome, welcome to Greylands! I am delighted to make your acquaintance, Cousin 
Marshall, and I take it as a great compliment that you should honour this sleepy little 
country place with your presence."  

Nothing could be more hearty than his manner, and he set me at my ease in an 
instant. But it needed all his cordiality to atone for the frigidity and even rudeness of his 
wife, a tall, haggard woman, who came forward at his summons. She was, I believe, of 
Brazilian extraction, though she spoke excellent English, and I excused her manners on 
the score of her ignorance of our customs. She did not attempt to conceal, however, either 
then or afterwards, that I was no very welcome visitor at Greylands Court. Her actual 
words were, as a rule, courteous, but she was the possessor of a pair of particularly 
expressive dark eyes, and I read in them very clearly from the first that she heartily 
wished me back in London once more.  

However, my debts were too pressing and my designs upon my wealthy relative 
were too vital for me to allow them to be upset by the ill-temper of his wife, so I 
disregarded her coldness and reciprocated the extreme cordiality of his welcome. No 
pains had been spared by him to make me comfortable. My room was a charming one. He 
implored me to tell him anything which could add to my happiness. It was on the tip of 
my tongue to inform him that a blank cheque would materially help towards that end, but 
I felt that it might be premature in the present state of our acquaintance. The dinner was 
excellent, and as we sat together afterwards over his Havanas and coffee, which later he 
told me was specially prepared upon his own plantation, it seemed to me that all my 



driver's eulogies were justified, and that I had never met a more large-hearted and 
hospitable man.  

But, in spite of his cheery good nature, he was a man with a strong will and a fiery 
temper of his own. Of this I had an example upon the following morning. The curious 
aversion which Mrs. Everard King had conceived towards me was so strong, that her 
manner at breakfast was almost offensive. But her meaning became unmistakable when 
her husband had quitted the room.  

"The best train in the day is at twelve-fifteen," said she.  

"But I was not thinking of going today," I answered, frankly-- perhaps even 
defiantly, for I was determined not to be driven out by this woman.  

"Oh, if it rests with you--" said she, and stopped with a most insolent expression 
in her eyes.  

"I am sure," I answered, "that Mr. Everard King would tell me if I were outstaying 
my welcome."  

"What's this? What's this?" said a voice, and there he was in the room. He had 
overheard my last words, and a glance at our faces had told him the rest. In an instant his 
chubby, cheery face set into an expression of absolute ferocity.  

"Might I trouble you to walk outside, Marshall?" said he. (I may mention that my 
own name is Marshall King.) He closed the door behind me, and then, for an instant, I 
heard him talking in a low voice of concentrated passion to his wife. This gross breach of 
hospitality had evidently hit upon his tenderest point. I am no eavesdropper, so I walked 
out on to the lawn. Presently I heard a hurried step behind me, and there was the lady, her 
face pale with excitement, and her eyes red with tears.  

"My husband has asked me to apologize to you, Mr. Marshall King," said she, 
standing with downcast eyes before me.  

"Please do not say another word, Mrs. King."  

Her dark eyes suddenly blazed out at me.  

"You fool!" she hissed, with frantic vehemence, and turning on her heel swept 
back to the house.  

The insult was so outrageous, so insufferable, that I could only stand staring after 
her in bewilderment. I was still there when my host joined me. He was his cheery, 
chubby self once more.  

"I hope that my wife has apologized for her foolish remarks," said he.  



"Oh, yes--yes, certainly!"  

He put his hand through my arm and walked with me up and down the lawn.  

"You must not take it seriously," said he. "It would grieve me inexpressibly if you 
curtailed your visit by one hour. The fact is--there is no reason why there should be any 
concealment between relatives--that my poor dear wife is incredibly jealous. She hates 
that anyone--male or female--should for an instant come between us. Her ideal is a desert 
island and an eternal tete-a-tete. That gives you the clue to her actions, which are, I 
confess, upon this particular point, not very far removed from mania. Tell me that you 
will think no more of it."  

"No, no; certainly not."  

"Then light this cigar and come round with me and see my little menagerie."  

The whole afternoon was occupied by this inspection, which included all the 
birds, beasts, and even reptiles which he had imported. Some were free, some in cages, a 
few actually in the house. He spoke with enthusiasm of his successes and his failures, his 
births and his deaths, and he would cry out in his delight, like a schoolboy, when, as we 
walked, some gaudy bird would flutter up from the grass, or some curious beast slink into 
the cover. Finally he led me down a corridor which extended from one wing of the house. 
At the end of this there was a heavy door with a sliding shutter in it, and beside it there 
projected from the wall an iron handle attached to a wheel and a drum. A line of stout 
bars extended across the passage.  

"I am about to show you the jewel of my collection," said he. "There is only one 
other specimen in Europe, now that the Rotterdam cub is dead. It is a Brazilian cat."  

"But how does that differ from any other cat?"  

"You will soon see that," said he, laughing. "Will you kindly draw that shutter and 
look through?"  

I did so, and found that I was gazing into a large, empty room, with stone flags, 
and small, barred windows upon the farther wall. In the centre of this room, lying in the 
middle of a golden patch of sunlight, there was stretched a huge creature, as large as a 
tiger, but as black and sleek as ebony. It was simply a very enormous and very well-kept 
black cat, and it cuddled up and basked in that yellow pool of light exactly as a cat would 
do. It was so graceful, so sinewy, and so gently and smoothly diabolical, that I could not 
take my eyes from the opening.  

"Isn't he splendid?" said my host, enthusiastically.  

"Glorious! I never saw such a noble creature."  



"Some people call it a black puma, but really it is not a puma at all. That fellow is 
nearly eleven feet from tail to tip. Four years ago he was a little ball of back fluff, with 
two yellow eyes staring out of it. He was sold me as a new-born cub up in the wild 
country at the head-waters of the Rio Negro. They speared his mother to death after she 
had killed a dozen of them."  

"They are ferocious, then?"  

"The most absolutely treacherous and bloodthirsty creatures upon earth. You talk 
about a Brazilian cat to an up-country Indian, and see him get the jumps. They prefer 
humans to game. This fellow has never tasted living blood yet, but when he does he will 
be a terror. At present he won't stand anyone but me in his den. Even Baldwin, the 
groom, dare not go near him. As to me, I am his mother and father in one."  

As he spoke he suddenly, to my astonishment, opened the door and slipped in, 
closing it instantly behind him. At the sound of his voice the huge, lithe creature rose, 
yawned and rubbed its round, black head affectionately against his side, while he patted 
and fondled it.  

"Now, Tommy, into your cage!" said he.  

The monstrous cat walked over to one side of the room and coiled itself up under 
a grating. Everard King came out, and taking the iron handle which I have mentioned, he 
began to turn it. As he did so the line of bars in the corridor began to pass through a slot 
in the wall and closed up the front of this grating, so as to make an effective cage. When 
it was in position he opened the door once more and invited me into the room, which was 
heavy with the pungent, musty smell peculiar to the great carnivora.  

"That's how we work it," said he. "We give him the run of the room for exercise, 
and then at night we put him in his cage. You can let him out by turning the handle from 
the passage, or you can, as you have seen, coop him up in the same way. No, no, you 
should not do that!"  

I had put my hand between the bars to pat the glossy, heaving flank. He pulled it 
back, with a serious face.  

"I assure you that he is not safe. Don't imagine that because I can take liberties 
with him anyone else can. He is very exclusive in his friends--aren't you, Tommy? Ah, he 
hears his lunch coming to him! Don't you, boy?"  

A step sounded in the stone-flagged passage, and the creature had sprung to his 
feet, and was pacing up and down the narrow cage, his yellow eyes gleaming, and his 
scarlet tongue rippling and quivering over the white line of his jagged teeth. A groom 
entered with a coarse joint upon a tray, and thrust it through the bars to him. He pounced 
lightly upon it, carried it off to the corner, and there, holding it between his paws, tore 



and wrenched at it, raising his bloody muzzle every now and then to look at us. It was a 
malignant and yet fascinating sight.  

"You can't wonder that I am fond of him, can you?" said my host, as we left the 
room, "especially when you consider that I have had the rearing of him. It was no joke 
bringing him over from the centre of South America; but here he is safe and sound--and, 
as I have said, far the most perfect specimen in Europe. The people at the Zoo are dying 
to have him, but I really can't part with him. Now, I think that I have inflicted my hobby 
upon you long enough, so we cannot do better than follow Tommy's example, and go to 
our lunch."  

My South American relative was so engrossed by his grounds and their curious 
occupants, that I hardly gave him credit at first for having any interests outside them. 
That he had some, and pressing ones, was soon borne in upon me by the number of 
telegrams which he received. They arrived at all hours, and were always opened by him 
with the utmost eagerness and anxiety upon his face. Sometimes I imagined that it must 
be the Turf, and sometimes the Stock Exchange, but certainly he had some very urgent 
business going forwards which was not transacted upon the Downs of Suffolk. During the 
six days of my visit he had never fewer than three or four telegrams a day, and sometimes 
as many as seven or eight.  

I had occupied these six days so well, that by the end of them I had succeeded in 
getting upon the most cordial terms with my cousin. Every night we had sat up late in the 
billiard-room, he telling me the most extraordinary stories of his adventures in America--
stories so desperate and reckless, that I could hardly associate them with the brown little, 
chubby man before me. In return, I ventured upon some of my own reminiscences of 
London life, which interested him so much, that he vowed he would come up to 
Grosvenor Mansions and stay with me. He was anxious to see the faster side of city life, 
and certainly, though I say it, he could not have chosen a more competent guide. It was 
not until the last day of my visit that I ventured to approach that which was on my mind. I 
told him frankly about my pecuniary difficulties and my impending ruin, and I asked his 
advice--though I hoped for something more solid. He listened attentively, puffing hard at 
his cigar.  

"But surely," said he, "you are the heir of our relative, Lord Southerton?"  

"I have every reason to believe so, but he would never make me any allowance."  

"No, no, I have heard of his miserly ways. My poor Marshall, your position has 
been a very hard one. By the way, have you heard any news of Lord Southerton's health 
lately?"  

"He has always been in a critical condition ever since my childhood."  

"Exactly--a creaking hinge, if ever there was one. Your inheritance may be a long 
way off. Dear me, how awkwardly situated you are!"  



"I had some hopes, sir, that you, knowing all the facts, might be inclined to 
advance----"  

"Don't say another word, my dear boy," he cried, with the utmost cordiality; "we 
shall talk it over tonight, and I give you my word that whatever is in my power shall be 
done."  

I was not sorry that my visit was drawing to a close, for it is unpleasant to feel 
that there is one person in the house who eagerly desires your departure. Mrs. King's 
sallow face and forbidding eyes had become more and more hateful to me. She was no 
longer actively rude--her fear of her husband prevented her--but she pushed her insane 
jealousy to the extent of ignoring me, never addressing me, and in every way making my 
stay at Greylands as uncomfortable as she could. So offensive was her manner during that 
last day, that I should certainly have left had it not been for that interview with my host in 
the evening which would, I hoped, retrieve my broken fortunes.  

It was very late when it occurred, for my relative, who had been receiving even 
more telegrams than usual during the day, went off to his study after dinner, and only 
emerged when the household had retired to bed. I heard him go round locking the doors, 
as custom was of a night, and finally he joined me in the billiard- room. His stout figure 
was wrapped in a dressing-gown, and he wore a pair of red Turkish slippers without any 
heels. Settling down into an arm-chair, he brewed himself a glass of grog, in which I 
could not help noticing that the whisky considerably predominated over the water.  

"My word!" said he, "what a night!"  

It was, indeed. The wind was howling and screaming round the house, and the 
latticed windows rattled and shook as if they were coming in. The glow of the yellow 
lamps and the flavour of our cigars seemed the brighter and more fragrant for the 
contrast.  

"Now, my boy," said my host, "we have the house and the night to ourselves. Let 
me have an idea of how your affairs stand, and I will see what can be done to set them in 
order. I wish to hear every detail."  

Thus encouraged, I entered into a long exposition, in which all my tradesmen and 
creditors from my landlord to my valet, figured in turn. I had notes in my pocket-book, 
and I marshalled my facts, and gave, I flatter myself, a very businesslike statement of my 
own unbusinesslike ways and lamentable position. I was depressed, however, to notice 
that my companion's eyes were vacant and his attention elsewhere. When he did 
occasionally throw out a remark it was so entirely perfunctory and pointless, that I was 
sure he had not in the least followed my remarks. Every now and then he roused himself 
and put on some show of interest, asking me to repeat or to explain more fully, but it was 
always to sink once more into the same brown study. At last he rose and threw the end of 
his cigar into the grate.  



"I'll tell you what, my boy," said he. "I never had a head for figures, so you will 
excuse me. You must jot it all down upon paper, and let me have a note of the amount. 
I'll understand it when I see it in black and white."  

The proposal was encouraging. I promised to do so.  

"And now it's time we were in bed. By Jove, there's one o'clock striking in the 
hall."  

The tingling of the chiming clock broke through the deep roar of the gale. The 
wind was sweeping past with the rush of a great river.  

"I must see my cat before I go to bed," said my host. "A high wind excites him. 
Will you come?"  

"Certainly," said I.  

"Then tread softly and don't speak, for everyone is asleep."  

We passed quietly down the lamp-lit Persian-rugged hall, and through the door at 
the farther end. All was dark in the stone corridor, but a stable lantern hung on a hook, 
and my host took it down and lit it. There was no grating visible in the passage, so I knew 
that the beast was in its cage.  

"Come in!" said my relative, and opened the door.  

A deep growling as we entered showed that the storm had really excited the 
creature. In the flickering light of the lantern, we saw it, a huge black mass coiled in the 
corner of its den and throwing a squat, uncouth shadow upon the whitewashed wall. Its 
tail switched angrily among the straw.  

"Poor Tommy is not in the best of tempers," said Everard King, holding up the 
lantern and looking in at him. "What a black devil he looks, doesn't he? I must give him a 
little supper to put him in a better humour. Would you mind holding the lantern for a 
moment?"  

I took it from his hand and he stepped to the door.  

"His larder is just outside here," said he. "You will excuse me for an instant won't 
you?" He passed out, and the door shut with a sharp metallic click behind him.  

That hard crisp sound made my heart stand still. A sudden wave of terror passed 
over me. A vague perception of some monstrous treachery turned me cold. I sprang to the 
door, but there was no handle upon the inner side.  

"Here!" I cried. "Let me out!"  



"All right! Don't make a row!" said my host from the passage. "You've got the 
light all right."  

"Yes, but I don't care about being locked in alone like this."  

"Don't you?" I heard his hearty, chuckling laugh. "You won't be alone long."  

"Let me out, sir!" I repeated angrily. "I tell you I don't allow practical jokes of this 
sort."  

"Practical is the word," said he, with another hateful chuckle. And then suddenly I 
heard, amidst the roar of the storm, the creak and whine of the winch-handle turning and 
the rattle of the grating as it passed through the slot. Great God, he was letting loose the 
Brazilian cat!  

In the light of the lantern I saw the bars sliding slowly before me. Already there 
was an opening a foot wide at the farther end. With a scream I seized the last bar with my 
hands and pulled with the strength of a madman. I WAS a madman with rage and horror. 
For a minute or more I held the thing motionless. I knew that he was straining with all his 
force upon the handle, and that the leverage was sure to overcome me. I gave inch by 
inch, my feet sliding along the stones, and all the time I begged and prayed this inhuman 
monster to save me from this horrible death. I conjured him by his kinship. I reminded 
him that I was his guest; I begged to know what harm I had ever done him. His only 
answers were the tugs and jerks upon the handle, each of which, in spite of all my 
struggles, pulled another bar through the opening. Clinging and clutching, I was dragged 
across the whole front of the cage, until at last, with aching wrists and lacerated fingers, I 
gave up the hopeless struggle. The grating clanged back as I released it, and an instant 
later I heard the shuffle of the Turkish slippers in the passage, and the slam of the distant 
door. Then everything was silent.  

The creature had never moved during this time. He lay still in the corner, and his 
tail had ceased switching. This apparition of a man adhering to his bars and dragged 
screaming across him had apparently filled him with amazement. I saw his great eyes 
staring steadily at me. I had dropped the lantern when I seized the bars, but it still burned 
upon the floor, and I made a movement to grasp it, with some idea that its light might 
protect me. But the instant I moved, the beast gave a deep and menacing growl. I stopped 
and stood still, quivering with fear in every limb. The cat (if one may call so fearful a 
creature by so homely a name) was not more than ten feet from me. The eyes glimmered 
like two disks of phosphorus in the darkness. They appalled and yet fascinated me. I 
could not take my own eyes from them. Nature plays strange tricks with us at such 
moments of intensity, and those glimmering lights waxed and waned with a steady rise 
and fall. Sometimes they seemed to be tiny points of extreme brilliancy--little electric 
sparks in the black obscurity--then they would widen and widen until all that corner of 
the room was filled with their shifting and sinister light. And then suddenly they went out 
altogether.  



The beast had closed its eyes. I do not know whether there may be any truth in the 
old idea of the dominance of the human gaze, or whether the huge cat was simply 
drowsy, but the fact remains that, far from showing any symptom of attacking me, it 
simply rested its sleek, black head upon its huge forepaws and seemed to sleep. I stood, 
fearing to move lest I should rouse it into malignant life once more. But at least I was 
able to think clearly now that the baleful eyes were off me. Here I was shut up for the 
night with the ferocious beast. My own instincts, to say nothing of the words of the 
plausible villain who laid this trap for me, warned me that the animal was as savage as its 
master. How could I stave it off until morning? The door was hopeless, and so were the 
narrow, barred windows. There was no shelter anywhere in the bare, stone- flagged room. 
To cry for assistance was absurd. I knew that this den was an outhouse, and that the 
corridor which connected it with the house was at least a hundred feet long. Besides, with 
the gale thundering outside, my cries were not likely to be heard. I had only my own 
courage and my own wits to trust to.  

And then, with a fresh wave of horror, my eyes fell upon the lantern. The candle 
had burned low, and was already beginning to gutter. In ten minutes it would be out. I 
had only ten minutes then in which to do something, for I felt that if I were once left in 
the dark with that fearful beast I should be incapable of action. The very thought of it 
paralysed me. I cast my despairing eyes round this chamber of death, and they rested 
upon one spot which seemed to promise I will not say safety, but less immediate and 
imminent danger than the open floor.  

I have said that the cage had a top as well as a front, and this top was left standing 
when the front was wound through the slot in the wall. It consisted of bars at a few 
inches' interval, with stout wire netting between, and it rested upon a strong stanchion at 
each end. It stood now as a great barred canopy over the crouching figure in the corner. 
The space between this iron shelf and the roof may have been from two or three feet. If I 
could only get up there, squeezed in between bars and ceiling, I should have only one 
vulnerable side. I should be safe from below, from behind, and from each side. Only on 
the open face of it could I be attacked. There, it is true, I had no protection whatever; but 
at least, I should be out of the brute's path when he began to pace about his den. He 
would have to come out of his way to reach me. It was now or never, for if once the light 
were out it would be impossible. With a gulp in my throat I sprang up, seized the iron 
edge of the top, and swung myself panting on to it. I writhed in face downwards, and 
found myself looking straight into the terrible eyes and yawning jaws of the cat. Its fetid 
breath came up into my face like the steam from some foul pot.  

It appeared, however, to be rather curious than angry. With a sleek ripple of its 
long, black back it rose, stretched itself, and then rearing itself on its hind legs, with one 
forepaw against the wall, it raised the other, and drew its claws across the wire meshes 
beneath me. One sharp, white hook tore through my trousers--for I may mention that I 
was still in evening dress--and dug a furrow in my knee. It was not meant as an attack, 
but rather as an experiment, for upon my giving a sharp cry of pain he dropped down 
again, and springing lightly into the room, he began walking swiftly round it, looking up 
every now and again in my direction. For my part I shuffled backwards until I lay with 



my back against the wall, screwing myself into the smallest space possible. The farther I 
got the more difficult it was for him to attack me.  

He seemed more excited now that he had begun to move about, and he ran swiftly 
and noiselessly round and round the 1den, passing continually underneath the iron couch 
upon which I lay. It was wonderful to see so great a bulk passing like a shadow, with 
hardly the softest thudding of velvety pads. The candle was burning low--so low that I 
could hardly see the creature. And then, with a last flare and splutter it went out 
altogether. I was alone with the cat in the dark!  

It helps one to face a danger when one knows that one has done all that possibly 
can be done. There is nothing for it then but to quietly await the result. In this case, there 
was no chance of safety anywhere except the precise spot where I was. I stretched myself 
out, therefore, and lay silently, almost breathlessly, hoping that the beast might forget my 
presence if I did nothing to remind him. I reckoned that it must already be two o'clock. At 
four it would be full dawn. I had not more than two hours to wait for daylight.  

Outside, the storm was still raging, and the rain lashed continually against the 
little windows. Inside, the poisonous and fetid air was overpowering. I could neither hear 
nor see the cat. I tried to think about other things--but only one had power enough to 
draw my mind from my terrible position. That was the contemplation of my cousin's 
villainy, his unparalleled hypocrisy, his malignant hatred of me. Beneath that cheerful 
face there lurked the spirit of a mediaeval assassin. And as I thought of it I saw more 
clearly how cunningly the thing had been arranged. He had apparently gone to bed with 
the others. No doubt he had his witness to prove it. Then, unknown to them, he had 
slipped down, had lured me into his den and abandoned me. His story would be so 
simple. He had left me to finish my cigar in the billiard-room. I had gone down on my 
own account to have a last look at the cat. I had entered the room without observing that 
the cage was opened, and I had been caught. How could such a crime be brought home to 
him? Suspicion, perhaps--but proof, never!  

How slowly those dreadful two hours went by! Once I heard a low, rasping sound, 
which I took to be the creature licking its own fur. Several times those greenish eyes 
gleamed at me through the darkness, but never in a fixed stare, and my hopes grew 
stronger that my presence had been forgotten or ignored. At last the least faint glimmer of 
light came through the windows--I first dimly saw them as two grey squares upon the 
black wall, then grey turned to white, and I could see my terrible companion once more. 
And he, alas, could see me!  

It was evident to me at once that he was in a much more dangerous and aggressive 
mood than when I had seen him last. The cold of the morning had irritated him, and he 
was hungry as well. With a continual growl he paced swiftly up and down the side of the 
room which was farthest from my refuge, his whiskers bristling angrily, and his tail 
switching and lashing. As he turned at the corners his savage eyes always looked 
upwards at me with a dreadful menace. I knew then that he meant to kill me. Yet I found 
myself even at that moment admiring the sinuous grace of the devilish thing, its long, 



undulating, rippling movements, the gloss of its beautiful flanks, the vivid, palpitating 
scarlet of the glistening tongue which hung from the jet-black muzzle. And all the time 
that deep, threatening growl was rising and rising in an unbroken crescendo. I knew that 
the crisis was at hand.  

It was a miserable hour to meet such a death--so cold, so comfortless, shivering in 
my light dress clothes upon this gridiron of torment upon which I was stretched. I tried to 
brace myself to it, to raise my soul above it, and at the same time, with the lucidity which 
comes to a perfectly desperate man, I cast round for some possible means of escape. One 
thing was clear to me. If that front of the cage was only back in its position once more, I 
could find a sure refuge behind it. Could I possibly pull it back? I hardly dared to move 
for fear of bringing the creature upon me. Slowly, very slowly, I put my hand forward 
until it grasped the edge of the front, the final bar which protruded through the wall. To 
my surprise it came quite easily to my jerk. Of course the difficulty of drawing it out 
arose from the fact that I was clinging to it. I pulled again, and three inches of it came 
through. It ran apparently on wheels. I pulled again . . . and then the cat sprang!  

It was so quick, so sudden, that I never saw it happen. I simply heard the savage 
snarl, and in an instant afterwards the blazing yellow eyes, the flattened black head with 
its red tongue and flashing teeth, were within reach of me. The impact of the creature 
shook the bars upon which I lay, until I thought (as far as I could think of anything at 
such a moment) that they were coming down. The cat swayed there for an instant, the 
head and front paws quite close to me, the hind paws clawing to find a grip upon the edge 
of the grating. I heard the claws rasping as they clung to the wire-netting, and the breath 
of the beast made me sick. But its bound had been miscalculated. It could not retain its 
position. Slowly, grinning with rage, and scratching madly at the bars, it swung 
backwards and dropped heavily upon the floor. With a growl it instantly faced round to 
me and crouched for another spring.  

I knew that the next few moments would decide my fate. The creature had learned 
by experience. It would not miscalculate again. I must act promptly, fearlessly, if I were 
to have a chance for life. In an instant I had formed my plan. Pulling off my dress-coat, I 
threw it down over the head of the beast. At the same moment I dropped over the edge, 
seized the end of the front grating, and pulled it frantically out of the wall.  

It came more easily than I could have expected. I rushed across the room, bearing 
it with me; but, as I rushed, the accident of my position put me upon the outer side. Had it 
been the other way, I might have come off scathless. As it was, there was a moment's 
pause as I stopped it and tried to pass in through the opening which I had left. That 
moment was enough to give time to the creature to toss off the coat with which I had 
blinded him and to spring upon me. I hurled myself through the gap and pulled the rails 
to behind me, but he seized my leg before I could entirely withdraw it. One stroke of that 
huge paw tore off my calf as a shaving of wood curls off before a plane. The next 
moment, bleeding and fainting, I was lying among the foul straw with a line of friendly 
bars between me and the creature which ramped so frantically against them.  



Too wounded to move, and too faint to be conscious of fear, I could only lie, 
more dead than alive, and watch it. It pressed its broad, black chest against the bars and 
angled for me with its crooked paws as I have seen a kitten do before a mouse-trap. It 
ripped my clothes, but, stretch as it would, it could not quite reach me. I have heard of the 
curious numbing effect produced by wounds from the great carnivora, and now I was 
destined to experience it, for I had lost all sense of personality, and was as interested in 
the cat's failure or success as if it were some game which I was watching. And then 
gradually my mind drifted away into strange vague dreams, always with that black face 
and red tongue coming back into them, and so I lost myself in the nirvana of delirium, the 
blessed relief of those who are too sorely tried.  

Tracing the course of events afterwards, I conclude that I must have been 
insensible for about two hours. What roused me to consciousness once more was that 
sharp metallic click which had been the precursor of my terrible experience. It was the 
shooting back of the spring lock. Then, before my senses were clear enough to entirely 
apprehend what they saw, I was aware of the round, benevolent face of my cousin 
peering in through the open door. What he saw evidently amazed him. There was the cat 
crouching on the floor. I was stretched upon my back in my shirt-sleeves within the cage, 
my trousers torn to ribbons and a great pool of blood all round me. I can see his amazed 
face now, with the morning sunlight upon it. He peered at me, and peered again. Then he 
closed the door behind him, and advanced to the cage to see if I were really dead.  

I cannot undertake to say what happened. I was not in a fit state to witness or to 
chronicle such events. I can only say that I was suddenly conscious that his face was 
away from me--that he was looking towards the animal.  

"Good old Tommy!" he cried. "Good old Tommy!"  

Then he came near the bars, with his back still towards me.  

"Down, you stupid beast!" he roared. "Down, sir! Don't you know your master?"  

Suddenly even in my bemuddled brain a remembrance came of those words of his 
when he had said that the taste of blood would turn the cat into a fiend. My blood had 
done it, but he was to pay the price.  

"Get away!" he screamed. "Get away, you devil! Baldwin! Baldwin! Oh, my 
God!"  

And then I heard him fall, and rise, and fall again, with a sound like the ripping of 
sacking. His screams grew fainter until they were lost in the worrying snarl. And then, 
after I thought that he was dead, I saw, as in a nightmare, a blinded, tattered, blood-
soaked figure running wildly round the room--and that was the last glimpse which I had 
of him before I fainted once again.  



I was many months in my recovery--in fact, I cannot say that I have ever 
recovered, for to the end of my days I shall carry a stick as a sign of my night with the 
Brazilian cat. Baldwin, the groom, and the other servants could not tell what had 
occurred, when, drawn by the death-cries of their master, they found me behind the bars, 
and his remains--or what they afterwards discovered to be his remains--in the clutch of 
the creature which he had reared. They stalled him off with hot irons, and afterwards shot 
him through the loophole of the door before they could finally extricate me. I was carried 
to my bedroom, and there, under the roof of my would-be murderer, I remained between 
life and death for several weeks. They had sent for a surgeon from Clipton and a nurse 
from London, and in a month I was able to be carried to the station, and so conveyed 
back once more to Grosvenor Mansions.  

I have one remembrance of that illness, which might have been part of the ever-
changing panorama conjured up by a delirious brain were it not so definitely fixed in my 
memory. One night, when the nurse was absent, the door of my chamber opened, and a 
tall woman in blackest mourning slipped into the room. She came across to me, and as 
she bent her sallow face I saw by the faint gleam of the night-light that it was the 
Brazilian woman whom my cousin had married. She stared intently into my face, and her 
expression was more kindly than I had ever seen it.  

"Are you conscious?" she asked.  

I feebly nodded--for I was still very weak.  

"Well; then, I only wished to say to you that you have yourself to blame. Did I not 
do all I could for you? From the beginning I tried to drive you from the house. By every 
means, short of betraying my husband, I tried to save you from him. I knew that he had a 
reason for bringing you here. I knew that he would never let you get away again. No one 
knew him as I knew him, who had suffered from him so often. I did not dare to tell you 
all this. He would have killed me. But I did my best for you. As things have turned out, 
you have been the best friend that I have ever had. You have set me free, and I fancied 
that nothing but death would do that. I am sorry if you are hurt, but I cannot reproach 
myself. I told you that you were a fool--and a fool you have been." She crept out of the 
room, the bitter, singular woman, and I was never destined to see her again. With what 
remained from her husband's property she went back to her native land, and I have heard 
that she afterwards took the veil at Pernambuco.  

It was not until I had been back in London for some time that the doctors 
pronounced me to be well enough to do business. It was not a very welcome permission 
to me, for I feared that it would be the signal for an inrush of creditors; but it was 
Summers, my lawyer, who first took advantage of it.  

"I am very glad to see that your lordship is so much better," said he. "I have been 
waiting a long time to offer my congratulations."  

"What do you mean, Summers? This is no time for joking."  



"I mean what I say," he answered. "You have been Lord Southerton for the last 
six weeks, but we feared that it would retard your recovery if you were to learn it."  

Lord Southerton! One of the richest peers in England! I could not believe my ears. 
And then suddenly I thought of the time which had elapsed, and how it coincided with 
my injuries.  

"Then Lord Southerton must have died about the same time that I was hurt?"  

"His death occurred upon that very day." Summers looked hard at me as I spoke, 
and I am convinced--for he was a very shrewd fellow--that he had guessed the true state 
of the case. He paused for a moment as if awaiting a confidence from me, but I could not 
see what was to be gained by exposing such a family scandal.  

"Yes, a very curious coincidence," he continued, with the same knowing look. "Of 
course, you are aware that your cousin Everard King was the next heir to the estates. 
Now, if it had been you instead of him who had been torn to pieces by this tiger, or 
whatever it was, then of course he would have been Lord Southerton at the present 
moment."  

"No doubt," said I.  

"And he took such an interest in it," said Summers. "I happen to know that the late 
Lord Southerton's valet was in his pay, and that he used to have telegrams from him 
every few hours to tell him how he was getting on. That would be about the time when 
you were down there. Was it not strange that he should wish to be so well informed, since 
he knew that he was not the direct heir?"  

"Very strange," said I. "And now, Summers, if you will bring me my bills and a 
new cheque-book, we will begin to get things into order."  

 

“The Leather Funnel” shows Conan Doyle’s obsession with spiritualism, but unlike The 
Land of Mist, it doesn’t really suffer for it. Doyle uses the art of psychometry, or 
touching an object to read its past, as a device to make an ordinary object a thing of 
terror. 

THE LEATHER FUNNEL 

MY friend, Lionel Dacre, lived in the Avenue de Wagram, Paris. His house was 
that small one, with the iron railings and grass plot in front of it, on the left-hand side as 
you pass down from the Arc de Triomphe. I fancy that it had been there long before the 
avenue was constructed, for the grey tiles were stained with lichens, and the walls were 
mildewed and discoloured with age. It looked a small house from the street, five windows 
in front, if I remember right, but it deepened into a single long chamber at the back. It 



was here that Dacre had that singular library of occult literature, and the fantastic 
curiosities which served as a hobby for himself, and an amusement for his friends. A 
wealthy man of refined and eccentric tastes, he had spent much of his life and fortune in 
gathering together what was said to be a unique private collection of Talmudic, cabalistic, 
and magical works, many of them of great rarity and value. His tastes leaned toward the 
marvellous and the monstrous, and I have heard that his experiments in the direction of 
the unknown have passed all the bounds of civilization and of decorum. To his English 
friends he never alluded to such matters, and took the tone of the student and virtuoso; 
but a Frenchman whose tastes were of the same nature has assured me that the worst 
excesses of the black mass have been perpetrated in that large and lofty hall, which is 
lined with the shelves of his books, and the cases of his museum.  

Dacre's appearance was enough to show that his deep interest in these psychic 
matters was intellectual rather than spiritual. There was no trace of asceticism upon his 
heavy face, but there was much mental force in his huge, dome-like skull, which curved 
upward from amongst his thinning locks, like a snowpeak above its fringe of fir trees. His 
knowledge was greater than his wisdom, and his powers were far superior to his 
character. The small bright eyes, buried deeply in his fleshy face, twinkled with 
intelligence and an unabated curiosity of life, but they were the eyes of a sensualist and 
an egotist. Enough of the man, for he is dead now, poor devil, dead at the very time that 
he had made sure that he had at last discovered the elixir of life. It is not with his complex 
character that I have to deal, but with the very strange and inexplicable incident which 
had its rise in my visit to him in the early spring of the year '82.  

I had known Dacre in England, for my researches in the Assyrian Room of the 
British Museum had been conducted at the time when he was endeavouring to establish a 
mystic and esoteric meaning in the Babylonian tablets, and this community of interests 
had brought us together. Chance remarks had led to daily conversation, and that to 
something verging upon friendship. I had promised him that on my next visit to Paris I 
would call upon him. At the time when I was able to fulfil my compact I was living in a 
cottage at Fontainebleau, and as the evening trains were inconvenient, he asked me to 
spend the night in his house.  

"I have only that one spare couch," said he, pointing to a broad sofa in his large 
salon; "I hope that you will manage to be comfortable there."  

It was a singular bedroom, with its high walls of brown volumes, but there could 
be no more agreeable furniture to a bookworm like myself, and there is no scent so 
pleasant to my nostrils as that faint, subtle reek which comes from an ancient book. I 
assured him that I could desire no more charming chamber, and no more congenial 
surroundings.  

"If the fittings are neither convenient nor conventional, they are at least costly," 
said he, looking round at his shelves. "I have expended nearly a quarter of a million of 
money upon these objects which surround you. Books, weapons, gems, carvings, 



tapestries, images--there is hardly a thing here which has not its history, and it is 
generally one worth telling."  

He was seated as he spoke at one side of the open fire-place, and I at the other. 
His reading-table was on his right, and the strong lamp above it ringed it with a very 
vivid circle of golden light. A half-rolled palimpsest lay in the centre, and around it were 
many quaint articles of bric-a-brac. One of these was a large funnel, such as is used for 
filling wine casks. It appeared to be made of black wood, and to be rimmed with 
discoloured brass.  

"That is a curious thing," I remarked. "What is the history of that?"  

"Ah!" said he, "it is the very question which I have had occasion to ask myself. I 
would give a good deal to know. Take it in your hands and examine it."  

I did so, and found that what I had imagined to be wood was in reality leather, 
though age had dried it into an extreme hardness. It was a large funnel, and might hold a 
quart when full. The brass rim encircled the wide end, but the narrow was also tipped 
with metal.  

"What do you make of it?" asked Dacre.  

"I should imagine that it belonged to some vintner or maltster in the Middle 
Ages," said I. "I have seen in England leathern drinking flagons of the seventeenth 
century--'black jacks' as they were called--which were of the same colour and hardness as 
this filler."  

"I dare say the date would be about the same," said Dacre, "and, no doubt, also, it 
was used for filling a vessel with liquid. If my suspicions are correct, however, it was a 
queer vintner who used it, and a very singular cask which was filled. Do you observe 
nothing strange at the spout end of the funnel."  

As I held it to the light I observed that at a spot some five inches above the brass 
tip the narrow neck of the leather funnel was all haggled and scored, as if someone had 
notched it round with a blunt knife. Only at that point was there any roughening of the 
dead black surface.  

"Someone has tried to cut off the neck."  

"Would you call it a cut?"  

"It is torn and lacerated. It must have taken some strength to leave these marks on 
such tough material, whatever the instrument may have been. But what do you think of 
it? I can tell that you know more than you say."  

Dacre smiled, and his little eyes twinkled with knowledge.  



"Have you included the psychology of dreams among your learned studies?" he 
asked.  

"I did not even know that there was such a psychology."  

"My dear sir, that shelf above the gem case is filled with volumes, from Albertus 
Magnus onward, which deal with no other subject. It is a science in itself."  

"A science of charlatans "  

"The charlatan is always the pioneer. From the astrologer came the astronomer, 
from the alchemist the chemist, from the mesmerist the experimental psychologist. The 
quack of yesterday is the professor of tomorrow. Even such subtle and elusive things as 
dreams will in time be reduced to system and order. When that time comes the researches 
of our friends on the bookshelf yonder will no longer be the amusement of the mystic, but 
the foundations of a science."  

"Supposing that is so, what has the science of dreams to do with a large, black, 
brass-rimmed funnel?"  

"I will tell you. You know that I have an agent who is always on the look-out for 
rarities and curiosities for my collection. Some days ago he heard of a dealer upon one of 
the Quais who had acquired some old rubbish found in a cupboard in an ancient house at 
the back of the Rue Mathurin, in the Quartier Latin. The dining-room of this old house is 
decorated with a coat of arms, chevrons, and bars rouge upon a field argent, which prove, 
upon inquiry, to be the shield of Nicholas de la Reynie, a high official of King Louis 
XIV. There can be no doubt that the other articles in the cupboard date back to the early 
days of that king. The inference is, therefore, that they were all the property of this 
Nicholas de la Reynie, who was, as I understand, the gentleman specially concerned with 
the maintenance and execution of the Draconic laws of that epoch."  

"What then?"  

"I would ask you now to take the funnel into your hands once more and to 
examine the upper brass rim. Can you make out any lettering upon it?"  

There were certainly some scratches upon it, almost obliterated by time. The 
general effect was of several letters, the last of which bore some resemblance to a B.  

"You make it a B?"  

"Yes, I do."  

"So do I. In fact, I have no doubt whatever that it is a B."  

"But the nobleman you mentioned would have had R for his initial."  



"Exactly! That's the beauty of it. He owned this curious object, and yet he had 
someone else's initials upon it. Why did he do this?"  

"I can't imagine; can you?"  

"Well, I might, perhaps, guess. Do you observe something drawn a little farther 
along the rim?"  

"I should say it was a crown."  

"It is undoubtedly a crown; but if you examine it in a good light, you will 
convince yourself that it is not an ordinary crown. It is a heraldic crown--a badge of rank, 
and it consists of an alternation of four pearls and strawberry leaves, the proper badge of 
a marquis. We may infer, therefore, that the person whose initials end in B was entitled to 
wear that coronet."  

"Then this common leather filler belonged to a marquis?"  

Dacre gave a peculiar smile.  

"Or to some member of the family of a marquis," said he. "So much we have 
clearly gathered from this engraved rim."  

"But what has all this to do with dreams?" I do not know whether it was from a 
look upon Dacre's face, or from some subtle suggestion in his manner, but a feeling of 
repulsion, of unreasoning horror, came upon me as I looked at the gnarled old lump of 
leather.  

"I have more than once received important information through my dreams," said 
my companion in the didactic manner which he loved to affect. "I make it a rule now 
when I am in doubt upon any material point to place the article in question beside me as I 
sleep, and to hope for some enlightenment. The process does not appear to me to be very 
obscure, though it has not yet received the blessing of orthodox science. According to my 
theory, any object which has been intimately associated with any supreme paroxysm of 
human emotion, whether it be joy or pain, will retain a certain atmosphere or association 
which it is capable of communicating to a sensitive mind. By a sensitive mind I do not 
mean an abnormal one, but such a trained and educated mind as you or I possess."  

"You mean, for example, that if I slept beside that old sword upon the wall, I 
might dream of some bloody incident in which that very sword took part?"  

"An excellent example, for, as a matter of fact, that sword was used in that 
fashion by me, and I saw in my sleep the death of its owner, who perished in a brisk 
skirmish, which I have been unable to identify, but which occurred at the time of the wars 
of the Frondists. If you think of it, some of our popular observances show that the fact 



has already been recognized by our ancestors, although we, in our wisdom, have classed 
it among superstitions."  

"For example?"  

"Well, the placing of the bride's cake beneath the pillow in order that the sleeper 
may have pleasant dreams. That is one of several instances which you will find set forth 
in a small brochure which I am myself writing upon the subject. But to come back to the 
point, I slept one night with this funnel beside me, and I had a dream which certainly 
throws a curious light upon its use and origin."  

"What did you dream?"  

"I dreamed----" He paused, and an intent look of interest came over his massive 
face. "By Jove, that's well thought of," said he. "This really will be an exceedingly 
interesting experiment. You are yourself a psychic subject--with nerves which respond 
readily to any impression."  

"I have never tested myself in that direction."  

"Then we shall test you tonight. Might I ask you as a very great favour, when you 
occupy that couch tonight, to sleep with this old funnel placed by the side of your 
pillow?"  

The request seemed to me a grotesque one; but I have myself, in my complex 
nature, a hunger after all which is bizarre and fantastic. I had not the faintest belief in 
Dacre's theory, nor any hopes for success in such an experiment; yet it amused me that 
the experiment should be made. Dacre, with great gravity, drew a small stand to the head 
of my settee, and placed the funnel upon it. Then, after a short conversation, he wished 
me good night and left me.  

I sat for some little time smoking by the smouldering fire, and turning over in my 
mind the curious incident which had occurred, and the strange experience which might lie 
before me. Sceptical as I was, there was something impressive in the assurance of Dacre's 
manner, and my extraordinary surroundings, the huge room with the strange and often 
sinister objects which were hung round it, struck solemnity into my soul. Finally I 
undressed, and turning out the lamp, I lay down. After long tossing I fell asleep. Let me 
try to describe as accurately as I can the scene which came to me in my dreams. It stands 
out now in my memory more clearly than anything which I have seen with my waking 
eyes. There was a room which bore the appearance of a vault. Four spandrels from the 
corners ran up to join a sharp, cup-shaped roof. The architecture was rough, but very 
strong. It was evidently part of a great building.  

Three men in black, with curious, top-heavy, black velvet hats, sat in a line upon a 
red-carpeted dais. Their faces were very solemn and sad. On the left stood two long-
gowned men with port-folios in their hands, which seemed to be stuffed with papers. 



Upon the right, looking toward me, was a small woman with blonde hair and singular, 
light-blue eyes--the eyes of a child. She was past her first youth, but could not yet be 
called middle- aged. Her figure was inclined to stoutness and her bearing was proud and 
confident. Her face was pale, but serene. It was a curious face, comely and yet feline, 
with a subtle suggestion of cruelty about the straight, strong little mouth and chubby jaw. 
She was draped in some sort of loose, white gown. Beside her stood a thin, eager priest, 
who whispered in her ear, and continually raised a crucifix before her eyes. She turned 
her head and looked fixedly past the crucifix at the three men in black, who were, I felt, 
her judges.  

As I gazed the three men stood up and said something, but I could distinguish no 
words, though I was aware that it was the central one who was speaking. They then swept 
out of the room, followed by the two men with the papers. At the same instant several 
rough-looking fellows in stout jerkins came bustling in and removed first the red carpet, 
and then the boards which formed the dais, so as to entirely clear the room. When this 
screen was removed I saw some singular articles of furniture behind it. One looked like a 
bed with wooden rollers at each end, and a winch handle to regulate its length. Another 
was a wooden horse. There were several other curious objects, and a number of swinging 
cords which played over pulleys. It was not unlike a modern gymnasium.  

When the room had been cleared there appeared a new figure upon the scene. 
This was a tall, thin person clad in black, with a gaunt and austere face. The aspect of the 
man made me shudder. His clothes were all shining with grease and mottled with stains. 
He bore himself with a slow and impressive dignity, as if he took command of all things 
from the instant of his entrance. In spite of his rude appearance and sordid dress, it was 
now his business, his room, his to command. He carried a coil of light ropes over his left 
forearm. The lady looked him up and down with a searching glance, but her expression 
was unchanged. It was confident--even defiant. But it was very different with the priest. 
His face was ghastly white, and I saw the moisture glisten and run on his high, sloping 
forehead. He threw up his hands in prayer and he stooped continually to mutter frantic 
words in the lady's ear.  

The man in black now advanced, and taking one of the cords from his left arm, he 
bound the woman's hands together. She held them meekly toward him as he did so. Then 
he took her arm with a rough grip and led her toward the wooden horse, which was little 
higher than her waist. On to this she was lifted and laid, with her back upon it, and her 
face to the ceiling, while the priest, quivering with horror, had rushed out of the room. 
The woman's lips were moving rapidly, and though I could hear nothing I knew that she 
was praying. Her feet hung down on either side of the horse, and I saw that the rough 
varlets in attendance had fastened cords to her ankles and secured the other ends to iron 
rings in the stone floor.  

My heart sank within me as I saw these ominous preparations, and yet I was held 
by the fascination of horror, and I could not take my eyes from the strange spectacle. A 
man had entered the room with a bucket of water in either hand. Another followed with a 
third bucket. They were laid beside the wooden horse. The second man had a wooden 



dipper--a bowl with a straight handle--in his other hand. This he gave to the man in black. 
At the same moment one of the varlets approached with a dark object in his hand, which 
even in my dream filled me with a vague feeling of familiarity. It was a leathern filler. 
With horrible energy he thrust it--but I could stand no more. My hair stood on end with 
horror. I writhed, I struggled, I broke through the bonds of sleep, and I burst with a shriek 
into my own life, and found myself lying shivering with terror in the huge library, with 
the moonlight flooding through the window and throwing strange silver and black 
traceries upon the opposite wall. Oh, what a blessed relief to feel that I was back in the 
nineteenth century--back out of that mediaeval vault into a world where men had human 
hearts within their bosoms. I sat up on my couch, trembling in every limb, my mind 
divided between thankfulness and horror. To think that such things were ever done--that 
they could be done without God striking the villains dead. Was it all a fantasy, or did it 
really stand for something which had happened in the black, cruel days of the world's 
history? I sank my throbbing head upon my shaking hands. And then, suddenly, my heart 
seemed to stand still in my bosom, and I could not even scream, so great was my terror. 
Something was advancing toward me through the darkness of the room.  

It is a horror coming upon a horror which breaks a man's spirit. I could not reason, 
I could not pray; I could only sit like a frozen image, and glare at the dark figure which 
was coming down the great room. And then it moved out into the white lane of 
moonlight, and I breathed once more. It was Dacre, and his face showed that he was as 
frightened as myself.  

"Was that you? For God's sake what's the matter?" he asked in a husky voice.  

"Oh, Dacre, I am glad to see you! I have been down into hell. It was dreadful."  

"Then it was you who screamed?"  

"I dare say it was."  

"It rang through the house. The servants are all terrified." He struck a match and 
lit the lamp. "I think we may get the fire to burn up again," he added, throwing some logs 
upon the embers. "Good God, my dear chap, how white you are! You look as if you had 
seen a ghost."  

"So I have--several ghosts."  

"The leather funnel has acted, then?"  

"I wouldn't sleep near the infernal thing again for all the money you could offer 
me."  

Dacre chuckled.  



"I expected that you would have a lively night of it," said he. "You took it out of 
me in return, for that scream of yours wasn't a very pleasant sound at two in the morning. 
I suppose from what you say that you have seen the whole dreadful business."  

"What dreadful business?"  

"The torture of the water--the `Extraordinary Question,' as it was called in the 
genial days of `Le Roi Soleil.' Did you stand it out to the end?"  

"No, thank God, I awoke before it really began."  

"Ah! it is just as well for you. I held out till the third bucket. Well, it is an old 
story, and they are all in their graves now, anyhow, so what does it matter how they got 
there? I suppose that you have no idea what it was that you have seen?"  

"The torture of some criminal. She must have been a terrible malefactor indeed if 
her crimes are in proportion to her penalty."  

"Well, we have that small consolation," said Dacre, wrapping his dressing-gown 
round him and crouching closer to the fire. "They WERE in proportion to her penalty. 
That is to say, if I am correct in the lady's identity."  

"How could you possibly know her identity?"  

For answer Dacre took down an old vellum-covered volume from the shelf.  

"Just listen to this," said he; "it is in the French of the seventeenth century, but I 
will give a rough translation as I go. You will judge for yourself whether I have solved 
the riddle or not.  

"`The prisoner was brought before the Grand Chambers and Tournelles of 
Parliament, sitting as a court of justice, charged with the murder of Master Dreux 
d'Aubray, her father, and of her two brothers, MM. d'Aubray, one being civil lieutenant, 
and the other a counsellor of Parliament. In person it seemed hard to believe that she had 
really done such wicked deeds, for she was of a mild appearance, and of short stature, 
with a fair skin and blue eyes. Yet the Court, having found her guilty, condemned her to 
the ordinary and to the extraordinary question in order that she might be forced to name 
her accomplices, after which she should be carried in a cart to the Place de Greve, there 
to have her head cut off, her body being afterwards burned and her ashes scattered to the 
winds.'  

"The date of this entry is July 16, 1676."  

"It is interesting," said I, "but not convincing. How do you prove the two women 
to be the same?"  



"I am coming to that. The narrative goes on to tell of the woman's behaviour when 
questioned. `When the executioner approached her she recognized him by the cords 
which he held in his hands, and she at once held out her own hands to him, looking at 
him from head to foot without uttering a word.' How's that?"  

"Yes, it was so."  

"`She gazed without wincing upon the wooden horse and rings which had twisted 
so many limbs and caused so many shrieks of agony. When her eyes fell upon the three 
pails of water, which were all ready for her, she said with a smile, "All that water must 
have been brought here for the purpose of drowning me, Monsieur. You have no idea, I 
trust, of making a person of my small stature swallow it all."' Shall I read the details of 
the torture?"  

"No, for Heaven's sake, don't."  

"Here is a sentence which must surely show you that what is here recorded is the 
very scene which you have gazed upon tonight: `The good Abbe Pirot, unable to 
contemplate the agonies which were suffered by his penitent, had hurried from the room.' 
Does that convince you?"  

"It does entirely. There can be no question that it is indeed the same event. But 
who, then, is this lady whose appearance was so attractive and whose end was so 
horrible?"  

For answer Dacre came across to me, and placed the small lamp upon the table 
which stood by my bed. Lifting up the ill-omened filler, he turned the brass rim so that 
the light fell full upon it. Seen in this way the engraving seemed clearer than on the night 
before.  

"We have already agreed that this is the badge of a marquis or of a marquise," 
said he. "We have also settled that the last letter is B."  

"It is undoubtedly so."  

"I now suggest to you that the other letters from left to right are, M, M, a small d, 
A, a small d, and then the final B."  

"Yes, I am sure that you are right. I can make out the two small d's quite plainly."  

"What I have read to you tonight," said Dacre, "is the official record of the trial of 
Marie Madeleine d'Aubray, Marquise de Brinvilliers, one of the most famous poisoners 
and murderers of all time."  

I sat in silence, overwhelmed at the extraordinary nature of the incident, and at the 
completeness of the proof with which Dacre had exposed its real meaning. In a vague 



way I remembered some details of the woman's career, her unbridled debauchery, the 
cold- blooded and protracted torture of her sick father, the murder of her brothers for 
motives of petty gain. I recollected also that the bravery of her end had done something to 
atone for the horror of her life, and that all Paris had sympathized with her last moments, 
and blessed her as a martyr within a few days of the time when they had cursed her as a 
murderess. One objection, and one only, occurred to my mind.  

"How came her initials and her badge of rank upon the filler? Surely they did not 
carry their mediaeval homage to the nobility to the point of decorating instruments of 
torture with their titles?"  

"I was puzzled with the same point," said Dacre, "but it admits of a simple explanation. 
The case excited extraordinary interest at the time, and nothing could be more natural 
than that La Reynie, the head of the police, should retain this filler as a grim souvenir. It 
was not often that a marchioness of France underwent the extraordinary question. That he 
should engrave her initials upon it for the information of others was surely a very 
ordinary proceeding upon his part."  

"And this?" I asked, pointing to the marks upon the leathern neck.  

"She was a cruel tigress," said Dacre, as he turned away. "I think it is evident that 
like other tigresses her teeth were both strong and sharp."  

 

Strangely, Doyle finished his career as a horror writer as a monster writer. His last two 
tales feature creatures outside the human realm of knowledge. This shouldn’t be so hard 
to understand for Doyle spent decades seeking just such paranormal entities. The 
creatures are vaguely Wellsian in feel, as both tales are tinged with science fiction, 
another genre Doyle knew well in his Professor Challenger tales. 

 

 

THE TERROR OF BLUE JOHN GAP 

 

THE following narrative was found among the papers of Dr. James Hardcastle, 
who died of phthisis on February 4th, 1908, at 36, Upper Coventry Flats, South 
Kensington. Those who knew him best, while refusing to express an opinion upon this 
particular statement, are unanimous in asserting that he was a man of a sober and 
scientific turn of mind, absolutely devoid of imagination, and most unlikely to invent any 
abnormal series of events. The paper was contained in an envelope, which was docketed, 
"A Short Account of the Circumstances which occurred near Miss Allerton's Farm in 



North-West Derbyshire in the Spring of Last Year." The envelope was sealed, and on the 
other side was written in pencil--  

DEAR SEATON,--  

"It may interest, and perhaps pain you, to know that the incredulity with which you met my story has 
prevented me from ever opening my mouth upon the subject again. I leave this record after my death, and 
perhaps strangers may be found to have more confidence in me than my friend."  

Inquiry has failed to elicit who this Seaton may have been. I may add that the visit 
of the deceased to Allerton's Farm, and the general nature of the alarm there, apart from 
his particular explanation, have been absolutely established. With this foreword I append 
his account exactly as he left it. It is in the form of a diary, some entries in which have 
been expanded, while a few have been erased.  

April 17.--Already I feel the benefit of this wonderful upland air. The farm of the 
Allertons lies fourteen hundred and twenty feet above sea-level, so it may well be a 
bracing climate. Beyond the usual morning cough I have very little discomfort, and, what 
with the fresh milk and the home-grown mutton, I have every chance of putting on 
weight. I think Saunderson will be pleased.  

The two Miss Allertons are charmingly quaint and kind, two dear little hard-
working old maids, who are ready to lavish all the heart which might have gone out to 
husband and to children upon an invalid stranger. Truly, the old maid is a most useful 
person, one of the reserve forces of the community. They talk of the superfluous woman, 
but what would the poor superfluous man do without her kindly presence? By the way, in 
their simplicity they very quickly let out the reason why Saunderson recommended their 
farm. The Professor rose from the ranks himself, and I believe that in his youth he was 
not above scaring crows in these very fields.  

It is a most lonely spot, and the walks are picturesque in the extreme. The farm 
consists of grazing land lying at the bottom of an irregular valley. On each side are the 
fantastic limestone hills, formed of rock so soft that you can break it away with your 
hands. All this country is hollow. Could you strike it with some gigantic hammer it would 
boom like a drum, or possibly cave in altogether and expose some huge subterranean sea. 
A great sea there must surely be, for on all sides the streams run into the mountain itself, 
never to reappear. There are gaps everywhere amid the rocks, and when you pass through 
them you find yourself in great caverns, which wind down into the bowels of the earth. I 
have a small bicycle lamp, and it is a perpetual joy to me to carry it into these weird 
solitudes, and to see the wonderful silver and black effect when I throw its light upon the 
stalactites which drape the lofty roofs. Shut off the lamp, and you are in the blackest 
darkness. Turn it on, and it is a scene from the Arabian Nights.  

But there is one of these strange openings in the earth which has a special interest, 
for it is the handiwork, not of nature, but of man. I had never heard of Blue John when I 
came to these parts. It is the name given to a peculiar mineral of a beautiful purple shade, 
which is only found at one or two places in the world. It is so rare that an ordinary vase of 



Blue John would be valued at a great price. The Romans, with that extraordinary instinct 
of theirs, discovered that it was to be found in this valley, and sank a horizontal shaft 
deep into the mountain side. The opening of their mine has been called Blue John Gap, a 
clean-cut arch in the rock, the mouth all overgrown with bushes. It is a goodly passage 
which the Roman miners have cut, and it intersects some of the great water-worn caves, 
so that if you enter Blue John Gap you would do well to mark your steps and to have a 
good store of candles, or you may never make your way back to the daylight again. I 
have not yet gone deeply into it, but this very day I stood at the mouth of the arched 
tunnel, and peering down into the black recesses beyond, I vowed that when my health 
returned I would devote some holiday to exploring those mysterious depths and finding 
out for myself how far the Roman had penetrated into the Derbyshire hills.  

Strange how superstitious these countrymen are! I should have thought better of 
young Armitage, for he is a man of some education and character, and a very fine fellow 
for his station in life. I was standing at the Blue John Gap when he came across the field 
to me.  

"Well, doctor," said he, "you're not afraid, anyhow."  

"Afraid!" I answered. "Afraid of what?"  

"Of it," said he, with a jerk of his thumb towards the black vault, "of the Terror 
that lives in the Blue John Cave."  

How absurdly easy it is for a legend to arise in a lonely countryside! I examined 
him as to the reasons for his weird belief. It seems that from time to time sheep have been 
missing from the fields, carried bodily away, according to Armitage. That they could 
have wandered away of their own accord and disappeared among the mountains was an 
explanation to which he would not listen. On one occasion a pool of blood had been 
found, and some tufts of wool. That also, I pointed out, could be explained in a perfectly 
natural way. Further, the nights upon which sheep disappeared were invariably very dark, 
cloudy nights with no moon. This I met with the obvious retort that those were the nights 
which a commonplace sheep-stealer would naturally choose for his work. On one 
occasion a gap had been made in a wall, and some of the stones scattered for a 
considerable distance. Human agency again, in my opinion. Finally, Armitage clinched 
all his arguments by telling me that he had actually heard the Creature--indeed, that 
anyone could hear it who remained long enough at the Gap. It was a distant roaring of an 
immense volume. I could not but smile at this, knowing, as I do, the strange 
reverberations which come out of an underground water system running amid the chasms 
of a limestone formation. My incredulity annoyed Armitage so that he turned and left me 
with some abruptness.  

And now comes the queer point about the whole business. I was still standing 
near the mouth of the cave turning over in my mind the various statements of Armitage, 
and reflecting how readily they could be explained away, when suddenly, from the depth 
of the tunnel beside me, there issued a most extraordinary sound. How shall I describe it? 



First of all, it seemed to be a great distance away, far down in the bowels of the earth. 
Secondly, in spite of this suggestion of distance, it was very loud. Lastly, it was not a 
boom, nor a crash, such as one would associate with falling water or tumbling rock, but it 
was a high whine, tremulous and vibrating, almost like the whinnying of a horse. It was 
certainly a most remarkable experience, and one which for a moment, I must admit, gave 
a new significance to Armitage's words. I waited by the Blue John Gap for half an hour 
or more, but there was no return of the sound, so at last I wandered back to the 
farmhouse, rather mystified by what had occurred. Decidedly I shall explore that cavern 
when my strength is restored. Of course, Armitage's explanation is too absurd for 
discussion, and yet that sound was certainly very strange. It still rings in my ears as I 
write.  

April 20.--In the last three days I have made several expeditions to the Blue John 
Gap, and have even penetrated some short distance, but my bicycle lantern is so small 
and weak that I dare not trust myself very far. I shall do the thing more systematically. I 
have heard no sound at all, and could almost believe that I had been the victim of some 
hallucination suggested, perhaps, by Armitage's conversation. Of course, the whole idea 
is absurd, and yet I must confess that those bushes at the entrance of the cave do present 
an appearance as if some heavy creature had forced its way through them. I begin to be 
keenly interested. I have said nothing to the Miss Allertons, for they are quite 
superstitious enough already, but I have bought some candles, and mean to investigate for 
myself.  

I observed this morning that among the numerous tufts of sheep's wool which lay 
among the bushes near the cavern there was one which was smeared with blood. Of 
course, my reason tells me that if sheep wander into such rocky places they are likely to 
injure themselves, and yet somehow that splash of crimson gave me a sudden shock, and 
for a moment I found myself shrinking back in horror from the old Roman arch. A fetid 
breath seemed to ooze from the black depths into which I peered. Could it indeed be 
possible that some nameless thing, some dreadful presence, was lurking down yonder? I 
should have been incapable of such feelings in the days of my strength, but one grows 
more nervous and fanciful when one's health is shaken.  

For the moment I weakened in my resolution, and was ready to leave the secret of 
the old mine, if one exists, for ever unsolved. But tonight my interest has returned and my 
nerves grown more steady. Tomorrow I trust that I shall have gone more deeply into this 
matter.  

April 22.--Let me try and set down as accurately as I can my extraordinary 
experience of yesterday. I started in the afternoon, and made my way to the Blue John 
Gap. I confess that my misgivings returned as I gazed into its depths, and I wished that I 
had brought a companion to share my exploration. Finally, with a return of resolution, I 
lit my candle, pushed my way through the briars, and descended into the rocky shaft.  

It went down at an acute angle for some fifty feet, the floor being covered with 
broken stone. Thence there extended a long, straight passage cut in the solid rock. I am 



no geologist, but the lining of this corridor was certainly of some harder material than 
limestone, for there were points where I could actually see the tool-marks which the old 
miners had left in their excavation, as fresh as if they had been done yesterday. Down this 
strange, old- world corridor I stumbled, my feeble flame throwing a dim circle of light 
around me, which made the shadows beyond the more threatening and obscure. Finally, I 
came to a spot where the Roman tunnel opened into a water-worn cavern--a huge hall, 
hung with long white icicles of lime deposit. From this central chamber I could dimly 
perceive that a number of passages worn by the subterranean streams wound away into 
the depths of the earth. I was standing there wondering whether I had better return, or 
whether I dare venture farther into this dangerous labyrinth, when my eyes fell upon 
something at my feet which strongly arrested my attention.  

The greater part of the floor of the cavern was covered with boulders of rock or 
with hard incrustations of lime, but at this particular point there had been a drip from the 
distant roof, which had left a patch of soft mud. In the very centre of this there was a 
huge mark--an ill-defined blotch, deep, broad and irregular, as if a great boulder had 
fallen upon it. No loose stone lay near, however, nor was there anything to account for 
the impression. It was far too large to be caused by any possible animal, and besides, 
there was only the one, and the patch of mud was of such a size that no reasonable stride 
could have covered it. As I rose from the examination of that singular mark and then 
looked round into the black shadows which hemmed me in, I must confess that I felt for a 
moment a most unpleasant sinking of my heart, and that, do what I could, the candle 
trembled in my outstretched hand.  

I soon recovered my nerve, however, when I reflected how absurd it was to 
associate so huge and shapeless a mark with the track of any known animal. Even an 
elephant could not have produced it. I determined, therefore, that I would not be scared 
by vague and senseless fears from carrying out my exploration. Before proceeding, I took 
good note of a curious rock formation in the wall by which I could recognize the entrance 
of the Roman tunnel. The precaution was very necessary, for the great cave, so far as I 
could see it, was intersected by passages. Having made sure of my position, and 
reassured myself by examining my spare candles and my matches, I advanced slowly 
over the rocky and uneven surface of the cavern.  

And now I come to the point where I met with such sudden and desperate disaster. 
A stream, some twenty feet broad, ran across my path, and I walked for some little 
distance along the bank to find a spot where I could cross dry-shod. Finally, I came to a 
place where a single flat boulder lay near the centre, which I could reach in a stride. As it 
chanced, however, the rock had been cut away and made top-heavy by the rush of the 
stream, so that it tilted over as I landed on it and shot me into the ice-cold water. My 
candle went out, and I found myself floundering about in utter and absolute darkness.  

I staggered to my feet again, more amused than alarmed by my adventure. The 
candle had fallen from my hand, and was lost in the stream, but I had two others in my 
pocket, so that it was of no importance. I got one of them ready, and drew out my box of 



matches to light it. Only then did I realize my position. The box had been soaked in my 
fall into the river. It was impossible to strike the matches.  

A cold hand seemed to close round my heart as I realized my position. The 
darkness was opaque and horrible. It was so utter one put one's hand up to one's face as if 
to press off something solid. I stood still, and by an effort I steadied myself. I tried to 
reconstruct in my mind a map of the floor of the cavern as I had last seen it. Alas! the 
bearings which had impressed themselves upon my mind were high on the wall, and not 
to be found by touch. Still, I remembered in a general way how the sides were situated, 
and I hoped that by groping my way along them I should at last come to the opening of 
the Roman tunnel. Moving very slowly, and continually striking against the rocks, I set 
out on this desperate quest.  

But I very soon realized how impossible it was. In that black, velvety darkness 
one lost all one's bearings in an instant. Before I had made a dozen paces, I was utterly 
bewildered as to my whereabouts. The rippling of the stream, which was the one sound 
audible, showed me where it lay, but the moment that I left its bank I was utterly lost. 
The idea of finding my way back in absolute darkness through that limestone labyrinth 
was clearly an impossible one.  

I sat down upon a boulder and reflected upon my unfortunate plight. I had not told 
anyone that I proposed to come to the Blue John mine, and it was unlikely that a search 
party would come after me. Therefore I must trust to my own resources to get clear of the 
danger. There was only one hope, and that was that the matches might dry. When I fell 
into the river, only half of me had got thoroughly wet. My left shoulder had remained 
above the water. I took the box of matches, therefore, and put it into my left armpit. The 
moist air of the cavern might possibly be counteracted by the heat of my body, but even 
so, I knew that I could not hope to get a light for many hours. Meanwhile there was 
nothing for it but to wait.  

By good luck I had slipped several biscuits into my pocket before I left the farm-
house. These I now devoured, and washed them down with a draught from that wretched 
stream which had been the cause of all my misfortunes. Then I felt about for a 
comfortable seat among the rocks, and, having discovered a place where I could get a 
support for my back, I stretched out my legs and settled myself down to wait. I was 
wretchedly damp and cold, but I tried to cheer myself with the reflection that modern 
science prescribed open windows and walks in all weather for my disease. Gradually, 
lulled by the monotonous gurgle of the stream, and by the absolute darkness, I sank into 
an uneasy slumber.  

How long this lasted I cannot say. It may have been for an hour, it may have been 
for several. Suddenly I sat up on my rock couch, with every nerve thrilling and every 
sense acutely on the alert. Beyond all doubt I had heard a sound--some sound very 
distinct from the gurgling of the waters. It had passed, but the reverberation of it still 
lingered in my ear. Was it a search party? They would most certainly have shouted, and 
vague as this sound was which had wakened me, it was very distinct from the human 



voice. I sat palpitating and hardly daring to breathe. There it was again! And again! Now 
it had become continuous. It was a tread --yes, surely it was the tread of some living 
creature. But what a tread it was! It gave one the impression of enormous weight carried 
upon sponge-like feet, which gave forth a muffled but ear-filling sound. The darkness 
was as complete as ever, but the tread was regular and decisive. And it was coming 
beyond all question in my direction.  

My skin grew cold, and my hair stood on end as I listened to that steady and 
ponderous footfall. There was some creature there, and surely by the speed of its 
advance, it was one which could see in the dark. I crouched low on my rock and tried to 
blend myself into it. The steps grew nearer still, then stopped, and presently I was aware 
of a loud lapping and gurgling. The creature was drinking at the stream. Then again there 
was silence, broken by a succession of long sniffs and snorts of tremendous volume and 
energy. Had it caught the scent of me? My own nostrils were filled by a low fetid odour, 
mephitic and abominable. Then I heard the steps again. They were on my side of the 
stream now. The stones rattled within a few yards of where I lay. Hardly daring to 
breathe, I crouched upon my rock. Then the steps drew away. I heard the splash as it 
returned across the river, and the sound died away into the distance in the direction from 
which it had come.  

For a long time I lay upon the rock, too much horrified to move. I thought of the 
sound which I had heard coming from the depths of the cave, of Armitage's fears, of the 
strange impression in the mud, and now came this final and absolute proof that there was 
indeed some inconceivable monster, something utterly unearthly and dreadful, which 
lurked in the hollow of the mountain. Of its nature or form I could frame no conception, 
save that it was both light-footed and gigantic. The combat between my reason, which 
told me that such things could not be, and my senses, which told me that they were, raged 
within me as I lay. Finally, I was almost ready to persuade myself that this experience 
had been part of some evil dream, and that my abnormal condition might have conjured 
up an hallucination. But there remained one final experience which removed the last 
possibility of doubt from my mind.  

I had taken my matches from my armpit and felt them. They seemed perfectly 
hard and dry. Stooping down into a crevice of the rocks, I tried one of them. To my 
delight it took fire at once. I lit the candle, and, with a terrified backward glance into the 
obscure depths of the cavern, I hurried in the direction of the Roman passage. As I did so 
I passed the patch of mud on which I had seen the huge imprint. Now I stood astonished 
before it, for there were three similar imprints upon its surface, enormous in size, 
irregular in outline, of a depth which indicated the ponderous weight which had left them. 
Then a great terror surged over me. Stooping and shading my candle with my hand, I ran 
in a frenzy of fear to the rocky archway, hastened up it, and never stopped until, with 
weary feet and panting lungs, I rushed up the final slope of stones, broke through the 
tangle of briars, and flung myself exhausted upon the soft grass under the peaceful light 
of the stars. It was three in the morning when I reached the farm- house, and today I am 
all unstrung and quivering after my terrific adventure. As yet I have told no one. I must 
move warily in the matter. What would the poor lonely women, or the uneducated yokels 



here think of it if I were to tell them my experience? Let me go to someone who can 
understand and advise.  

April 25.--I was laid up in bed for two days after my incredible adventure in the 
cavern. I use the adjective with a very definite meaning, for I have had an experience 
since which has shocked me almost as much as the other. I have said that I was looking 
round for someone who could advise me. There is a Dr. Mark Johnson who practices 
some few miles away, to whom I had a note of recommendation from Professor 
Saunderson. To him I drove, when I was strong enough to get about, and I recounted to 
him my whole strange experience. He listened intently, and then carefully examined me, 
paying special attention to my reflexes and to the pupils of my eyes. When he had 
finished, he refused to discuss my adventure, saying that it was entirely beyond him, but 
he gave me the card of a Mr. Picton at Castleton, with the advice that I should instantly 
go to him and tell him the story exactly as I had done to himself. He was, according to 
my adviser, the very man who was pre-eminently suited to help me. I went on to the 
station, therefore, and made my way to the little town, which is some ten miles away. Mr. 
Picton appeared to be a man of importance, as his brass plate was displayed upon the 
door of a considerable building on the outskirts of the town. I was about to ring his bell, 
when some misgiving came into my mind, and, crossing to a neighbouring shop, I asked 
the man behind the counter if he could tell me anything of Mr. Picton. "Why," said he, 
"he is the best mad doctor in Derbyshire, and yonder is his asylum." You can imagine 
that it was not long before I had shaken the dust of Castleton from my feet and returned 
to the farm, cursing all unimaginative pedants who cannot conceive that there may be 
things in creation which have never yet chanced to come across their mole's vision. After 
all, now that I am cooler, I can afford to admit that I have been no more sympathetic to 
Armitage than Dr. Johnson has been to me.  

April 27. When I was a student I had the reputation of being a man of courage and 
enterprise. I remember that when there was a ghost-hunt at Coltbridge it was I who sat up 
in the haunted house. Is it advancing years (after all, I am only thirty- five), or is it this 
physical malady which has caused degeneration? Certainly my heart quails when I think 
of that horrible cavern in the hill, and the certainty that it has some monstrous occupant. 
What shall I do? There is not an hour in the day that I do not debate the question. If I say 
nothing, then the mystery remains unsolved. If I do say anything, then I have the 
alternative of mad alarm over the whole countryside, or of absolute incredulity which 
may end in consigning me to an asylum. On the whole, I think that my best course is to 
wait, and to prepare for some expedition which shall be more deliberate and better 
thought out than the last. As a first step I have been to Castleton and obtained a few 
essentials--a large acetylene lantern for one thing, and a good double-barrelled sporting 
rifle for another. The latter I have hired, but I have bought a dozen heavy game 
cartridges, which would bring down a rhinoceros. Now I am ready for my troglodyte 
friend. Give me better health and a little spate of energy, and I shall try conclusions with 
him yet. But who and what is he? Ah! there is the question which stands between me and 
my sleep. How many theories do I form, only to discard each in turn! It is all so utterly 
unthinkable. And yet the cry, the footmark, the tread in the cavern--no reasoning can get 
past these I think of the old- world legends of dragons and of other monsters. Were they, 



perhaps, not such fairy-tales as we have thought? Can it be that there is some fact which 
underlies them, and am I, of all mortals, the one who is chosen to expose it?  

May 3.--For several days I have been laid up by the vagaries of an English spring, 
and during those days there have been developments, the true and sinister meaning of 
which no one can appreciate save myself. I may say that we have had cloudy and 
moonless nights of late, which according to my information were the seasons upon which 
sheep disappeared. Well, sheep have disappeared. Two of Miss Allerton's, one of old 
Pearson's of the Cat Walk, and one of Mrs. Moulton's. Four in all during three nights. No 
trace is left of them at all, and the countryside is buzzing with rumours of gipsies and of 
sheep-stealers.  

But there is something more serious than that. Young Armitage has disappeared 
also. He left his moorland cottage early on Wednesday night and has never been heard of 
since. He was an unattached man, so there is less sensation than would otherwise be the 
case. The popular explanation is that he owes money, and has found a situation in some 
other part of the country, whence he will presently write for his belongings. But I have 
grave misgivings. Is it not much more likely that the recent tragedy of the sheep has 
caused him to take some steps which may have ended in his own destruction? He may, 
for example, have lain in wait for the creature and been carried off by it into the recesses 
of the mountains. What an inconceivable fate for a civilized Englishman of the twentieth 
century! And yet I feel that it is possible and even probable. But in that case, how far am 
I answerable both for his death and for any other mishap which may occur? Surely with 
the knowledge I already possess it must be my duty to see that something is done, or if 
necessary to do it myself. It must be the latter, for this morning I went down to the local 
police-station and told my story. The inspector entered it all in a large book and bowed 
me out with commendable gravity, but I heard a burst of laughter before I had got down 
his garden path. No doubt he was recounting my adventure to his family.  

June 10.--I am writing this, propped up in bed, six weeks after my last entry in 
this journal. I have gone through a terrible shock both to mind and body, arising from 
such an experience as has seldom befallen a human being before. But I have attained my 
end. The danger from the Terror which dwells in the Blue John Gap has passed never to 
return. Thus much at least I, a broken invalid, have done for the common good. Let me 
now recount what occurred as clearly as I may.  

The night of Friday, May 3rd, was dark and cloudy--the very night for the 
monster to walk. About eleven o'clock I went from the farm-house with my lantern and 
my rifle, having first left a note upon the table of my bedroom in which I said that, if I 
were missing, search should be made for me in the direction of the Gap. I made my way 
to the mouth of the Roman shaft, and, having perched myself among the rocks close to 
the opening, I shut off my lantern and waited patiently with my loaded rifle ready to my 
hand.  

It was a melancholy vigil. All down the winding valley I could see the scattered 
lights of the farm-houses, and the church clock of Chapel-le-Dale tolling the hours came 



faintly to my ears. These tokens of my fellow-men served only to make my own position 
seem the more lonely, and to call for a greater effort to overcome the terror which 
tempted me continually to get back to the farm, and abandon for ever this dangerous 
quest. And yet there lies deep in every man a rooted self-respect which makes it hard for 
him to turn back from that which he has once undertaken. This feeling of personal pride 
was my salvation now, and it was that alone which held me fast when every instinct of 
my nature was dragging me away. I am glad now that I had the strength. In spite of all 
that is has cost me, my manhood is at least above reproach.  

Twelve o'clock struck in the distant church, then one, then two. It was the darkest 
hour of the night. The clouds were drifting low, and there was not a star in the sky. An 
owl was hooting somewhere among the rocks, but no other sound, save the gentle sough 
of the wind, came to my ears. And then suddenly I heard it! From far away down the 
tunnel came those muffled steps, so soft and yet so ponderous. I heard also the rattle of 
stones as they gave way under that giant tread. They drew nearer. They were close upon 
me. I heard the crashing of the bushes round the entrance, and then dimly through the 
darkness I was conscious of the loom of some enormous shape, some monstrous inchoate 
creature, passing swiftly and very silently out from the tunnel. I was paralysed with fear 
and amazement. Long as I had waited, now that it had actually come I was unprepared for 
the shock. I lay motionless and breathless, whilst the great dark mass whisked by me and 
was swallowed up in the night.  

But now I nerved myself for its return. No sound came from the sleeping 
countryside to tell of the horror which was loose. In no way could I judge how far off it 
was, what it was doing, or when it might be back. But not a second time should my nerve 
fail me, not a second time should it pass unchallenged. I swore it between my clenched 
teeth as I laid my cocked rifle across the rock.  

And yet it nearly happened. There was no warning of approach now as the 
creature passed over the grass. Suddenly, like a dark, drifting shadow, the huge bulk 
loomed up once more before me, making for the entrance of the cave. Again came that 
paralysis of volition which held my crooked forefinger impotent upon the trigger. But 
with a desperate effort I shook it off. Even as the brushwood rustled, and the monstrous 
beast blended with the shadow of the Gap, I fired at the retreating form. In the blaze of 
the gun I caught a glimpse of a great shaggy mass, something with rough and bristling 
hair of a withered grey colour, fading away to white in its lower parts, the huge body 
supported upon short, thick, curving legs. I had just that glance, and then I heard the rattle 
of the stones as the creature tore down into its burrow. In an instant, with a triumphant 
revulsion of feeling, I had cast my fears to the wind, and uncovering my powerful lantern, 
with my rifle in my hand, I sprang down from my rock and rushed after the monster 
down the old Roman shaft.  

My splendid lamp cast a brilliant flood of vivid light in front of me, very different 
from the yellow glimmer which had aided me down the same passage only twelve days 
before. As I ran, I saw the great beast lurching along before me, its huge bulk filling up 
the whole space from wall to wall. Its hair looked like coarse faded oakum, and hung 



down in long, dense masses which swayed as it moved. It was like an enormous 
unclipped sheep in its fleece, but in size it was far larger than the largest elephant, and its 
breadth seemed to be nearly as great as its height. It fills me with amazement now to 
think that I should have dared to follow such a horror into the bowels of the earth, but 
when one's blood is up, and when one's quarry seems to be flying, the old primeval 
hunting- spirit awakes and prudence is cast to the wind. Rifle in hand, I ran at the top of 
my speed upon the trail of the monster.  

I had seen that the creature was swift. Now I was to find out to my cost that it was 
also very cunning. I had imagined that it was in panic flight, and that I had only to pursue 
it. The idea that it might turn upon me never entered my excited brain. I have already 
explained that the passage down which I was racing opened into a great central cave. Into 
this I rushed, fearful lest I should lose all trace of the beast. But he had turned upon his 
own traces, and in a moment we were face to face.  

That picture, seen in the brilliant white light of the lantern, is etched for ever upon 
my brain. He had reared up on his hind legs as a bear would do, and stood above me, 
enormous, menacing-- such a creature as no nightmare had ever brought to my 
imagination. I have said that he reared like a bear, and there was something bear-like--if 
one could conceive a bear which was ten-fold the bulk of any bear seen upon earth--in his 
whole pose and attitude, in his great crooked forelegs with their ivory-white claws, in his 
rugged skin, and in his red, gaping mouth, fringed with monstrous fangs. Only in one 
point did he differ from the bear, or from any other creature which walks the earth, and 
even at that supreme moment a shudder of horror passed over me as I observed that the 
eyes which glistened in the glow of my lantern were huge, projecting bulbs, white and 
sightless. For a moment his great paws swung over my head. The next he fell forward 
upon me, I and my broken lantern crashed to the earth, and I remember no more.  

When I came to myself I was back in the farm-house of the Allertons. Two days 
had passed since my terrible adventure in the Blue John Gap. It seems that I had lain all 
night in the cave insensible from concussion of the brain, with my left arm and two ribs 
badly fractured. In the morning my note had been found, a search party of a dozen 
farmers assembled, and I had been tracked down and carried back to my bedroom, where 
I had lain in high delirium ever since. There was, it seems, no sign of the creature, and no 
bloodstain which would show that my bullet had found him as he passed. Save for my 
own plight and the marks upon the mud, there was nothing to prove that what I said was 
true.  

Six weeks have now elapsed, and I am able to sit out once more in the sunshine. 
Just opposite me is the steep hillside, grey with shaly rock, and yonder on its flank is the 
dark cleft which marks the opening of the Blue John Gap. But it is no longer a source of 
terror. Never again through that ill-omened tunnel shall any strange shape flit out into the 
world of men. The educated and the scientific, the Dr. Johnsons and the like, may smile 
at my narrative, but the poorer folk of the countryside had never a doubt as to its truth. 
On the day after my recovering consciousness they assembled in their hundreds round the 
Blue John Gap. As the Castleton Courier said:  



"It was useless for our correspondent, or for any of the adventurous gentlemen 
who had come from Matlock, Buxton, and other parts, to offer to descend, to explore the 
cave to the end, and to finally test the extraordinary narrative of Dr. James Hardcastle. 
The country people had taken the matter into their own hands, and from an early hour of 
the morning they had worked hard in stopping up the entrance of the tunnel. There is a 
sharp slope where the shaft begins, and great boulders, rolled along by many willing 
hands, were thrust down it until the Gap was absolutely sealed. So ends the episode 
which has caused such excitement throughout the country. Local opinion is fiercely 
divided upon the subject. On the one hand are those who point to Dr. Hardcastle's 
impaired health, and to the possibility of cerebral lesions of tubercular origin giving rise 
to strange hallucinations. Some idee fixe, according to these gentlemen, caused the doctor 
to wander down the tunnel, and a fall among the rocks was sufficient to account for his 
injuries. On the other hand, a legend of a strange creature in the Gap has existed for some 
months back, and the farmers look upon Dr. Hardcastle's narrative and his personal 
injuries as a final corroboration. So the matter stands, and so the matter will continue to 
stand, for no definite solution seems to us to be now possible. It transcends human wit to 
give any scientific explanation which could cover the alleged facts."  

Perhaps before the Courier published these words they would have been wise to 
send their representative to me. I have thought the matter out, as no one else has occasion 
to do, and it is possible that I might have removed some of the more obvious difficulties 
of the narrative and brought it one degree nearer to scientific acceptance. Let me then 
write down the only explanation which seems to me to elucidate what I know to my cost 
to have been a series of facts. My theory may seem to be wildly improbable, but at least 
no one can venture to say that it is impossible.  

My view is--and it was formed, as is shown by my diary, before my personal 
adventure--that in this part of England there is a vast subterranean lake or sea, which is 
fed by the great number of streams which pass down through the limestone. Where there 
is a large collection of water there must also be some evaporation, mists or rain, and a 
possibility of vegetation. This in turn suggests that there may be animal life, arising, as 
the vegetable life would also do, from those seeds and types which had been introduced 
at an early period of the world's history, when communication with the outer air was 
more easy. This place had then developed a fauna and flora of its own, including such 
monsters as the one which I had seen, which may well have been the old cave-bear, 
enormously enlarged and modified by its new environment. For countless aeons the 
internal and the external creation had kept apart, growing steadily away from each other. 
Then there had come some rift in the depths of the mountain which had enabled one 
creature to wander up and, by means of the Roman tunnel, to reach the open air. Like all 
subterranean life, it had lost the power of sight, but this had no doubt been compensated 
for by nature in other directions. Certainly it had some means of finding its way about, 
and of hunting down the sheep upon the hillside. As to its choice of dark nights, it is part 
of my theory that light was painful to those great white eyeballs, and that it was only a 
pitch-black world which it could tolerate. Perhaps, indeed, it was the glare of my lantern 
which saved my life at that awful moment when we were face to face. So I read the 
riddle. I leave these facts behind me, and if you can explain them, do so; or if you choose 



to doubt them, do so. Neither your belief nor your incredulity can alter them, nor affect 
one whose task is nearly over.  

So ended the strange narrative of Dr. James Hardcastle.  

 

“The Horror of the Heights” is a story that has been made obsolete by technology. 
Written in a day when bi-planes ruled the world, the story is logical and terrifying to the 
reader of 1913. In an age of jet planes and space travel, the idea just doesn’t work 
anymore. So, let’s pretend it’s the time of your great-grand-parents. The first aeroplane 
was flown only – years ago and all the upper atmosphere is still a mystery. No one has 
been there and anything is possible… 

THE HORROR OF THE HEIGHTS 
 

THE idea that the extraordinary narrative which has been called the Joyce-
Armstrong Fragment is an elaborate practical joke evolved by some unknown person, 
cursed by a perverted and sinister sense of humor, has now been abandoned by all who 
have examined the matter. The most macabre and imaginative of plotters would hesitate 
before linking his morbid fancies with the unquestioned and tragic facts which reinforce 
the statement. Though the assertions contained in it are amazing and even monstrous, it is 
none the less forcing itself upon the general intelligence that they are true, and that we 
must readjust our ideas to the situation. This world of ours appears to be separated by 
unexpected danger. I will endeavour in this narrative, which reproduces the original 
document in its necessarily somewhat fragmentary form, to lay before the reader the 
whole of the facts up to date, prefacing my statement by saying that, if there be no 
question at all as to the facts concerning Lieutenant Myrtle, R.N., and Mr. Hay Connor, 
who undoubtedly met their end in the manner described.  

The Joyce-Armstrong Fragment was found in the field which is called Lower 
Haycock, laying one mile to the westward of the village of Withyham, upon the Kent and 
Sussex Border. It was on the 15th September last that an agricultural labourer, James 
Flynn, in the employment of Mathew Dodd, farmer, of the Chauntry Farm, Withyham, 
perceived a briar pipe laying near the footpath which skirts the hedge in Lower Haycock. 
A few paces farther on he picked up a pair of broken binocular glasses. Finally among 
some nettles in the ditch, he caught sight of a flat, canvas-backed book, which proved to 
be a note-book with detachable leaves, some of which had come loose and were fluttering 
along the base of the hedge. These he collected, but some, including the first, were never 
recovered, and leave a deplorable hiatus in this all-important statement. The note-book 
was taken by the labourer to his master, who in turn showed it to Dr. J. H. Atherton, of 
Hartfield. This gentleman at once recognized the need for an expert examination, and the 
manuscript was forwarded to the Aero Club in London, where it now lies.  



The first two pages of the manuscript are missing. There is also one torn away at 
the end of the narrative, though none of these affect the general coherence of the story. It 
is conjecture that the missing opening is concerned with the record of Mr. Joyce-
Armstrong's qualifications as an aeronaut, which can be gathered from other sources and 
are admitted to be unsurpassed among the air-pilots of England. For many years he has 
been looked upon as among the most daring and the most intellectual of flying men, a 
combination which has enabled him to both invent and test several new devices, 
including the common gyroscopic attachment which is known by his name. The main 
body of the manuscript is written neatly in ink, but the last few lines are in pencil and are 
so ragged as to be hardly legible-exactly, in fact, as they might be expected to appear if 
they were scribbled off hurriedly from the seat of a moving aeroplane. There are, it may 
be added, several stains, both on the last page and on the outside cover which have been 
pronounced by the Home Office experts to be blood-probably human and certainly 
mammalian. The fact that something closely resembling the organism of malaria was 
discovered in this blood, and that Joyce-Armstrong is known to have suffered from 
intermittent fever, is a remarkable example of the new weapon s which modern science 
has placed in the hands of our detectives.  

And now a word as to the personality of the author of this epoch-making 
statement. Joyce-Armstrong, according to the few friends who really knew something of 
the man, was a poet and a dreamer, as well as a mechanic and an inventor. He was a man 
of considerable wealth, much of which he had spent in the pursuit of his aeronautical 
hobby. He had four private aeroplanes in his hangers near Devizes, and is said to have 
made no fewer than one hundred and seventy ascents in the course of last year. He was a 
retiring man with dark moods, in which he would avoid the society of his fellows. 
Captain Dangerfield, who knew him better than anyone, says that there were times when 
his eccentricity threatened to develop into something more serious. His habit of carrying 
a shot-gun with him in his aeroplane was one manifestation of it.  

Another was the morbid effect which the fall of Lieutenant Myrtle had upon his 
mind. Myrtle who was attempting the height record, fell from an altitude of something 
over thirty thousand feet. Horrible to narrate, his head was entirely obliterated, though his 
body and limbs preserved their configuration. At every gathering of airmen, Joyce-
Armstrong, according to Dangerfield, would ask, with an enigmatic smile: "And where, 
pray, is Myrtle's head?"  

On another occasion after dinner, at the mess of the Flying School on Salisbury 
Plain, he started a debate as to what will be the most permanent danger which airmen will 
have to encounter. Having listened to successive opinions as to air-pockets, faulty 
construction, and over-banking, he ended by shrugging his shoulders and refusing to put 
forward his own views, though he gave the impression that they differed from any 
advanced by his companions.  

It is worth remarking that after his own complete disappearance it was found that 
his private affairs were arranged with a precision which may show that he had a strong 



premonition of disaster. With these essential explanations I will now give the narrative 
exactly as it stands, beginning at page three of the blood-soaked note-book:  

"Nevertheless, when I dined at Rheims with Coselli and Gustav Raymond I found that 
neither of them was aware of any particular danger in the higher layers of the atmosphere. 
I did not actually say what was in my thoughts, but I got so near to it that if they had any 
corresponding idea the could not have failed to express it. But then they are two empty, 
vainglorious fellows with no thought beyond seeing their silly names in the newspaper. It 
is interesting to note that neither of them had ever been much beyond the twenty-
thousand-foot level. Of course, men have been higher than this both in balloons and in 
the ascent of mountains. It must be well above that point that the aeroplane enters the 
danger zone -- always presuming that my premonitions are correct.  

"Aeroplaning has been with us now for more than twenty years, and one might 
well ask: Why should this peril be only revealing itself in our day? The answer is 
obvious. In the old days of weak engines, when a hundred horse-power Gnome or Green 
was considered ample for every need, the flights were very restricted. Now that three 
hundred horse-power is the rule rather than the exception, visits to the upper layers have 
become easier and more common. Some of us can remember how, in our youth, Garros 
made a world-wide reputation by attaining nineteen thousand feet, and it was considered 
a remarkable achievement to fly over the Alps. Our standard now has been immeasurably 
raised, and there are twenty high flights for one in former years. Many of them have been 
undertaken with impunity. The thirty-thousand-foot level has been reached time after 
time with no discomfort beyond cold and asthma. What does this prove? A visitor might 
descend upon this planet a thousand times and never see a tiger. Yet tigers exist, and if he 
chanced to come down into a jungle he might be devoured. There are jungles of the upper 
air, and there are worse things than tigers which inhabit them. I believe in time they will 
map these jungles accurately out. Even at the present moment I could name two of them. 
One of them lies over Pau-Biarritz district of France. Another is just over my head as I 
write here in my house in Wiltshire. I rather think there is a third in the Homburg-
Wiesbaden district.  

"It was the disappearance of the airmen that first set me thinking. Of course, 
everyone said that they had fallen into the sea, but that did not satisfy me at all. First, 
there was Verrier in France; his machine was found near Bayonne, but they never got his 
body. There was the case of Baxter also, who vanished, though his engine and some of 
the iron fittings were found in a wood in Leichestershire. In that case, Dr. Middleton, of 
Amesbury, who was watching the flight with a telescope, declares that just before the 
clouds obscured the view he saw the machine, which was at an enormous height, 
suddenly rise perpendicularly upwards in a succession of jerks in a manner that he would 
have thought to be impossible. That was the last seen of Baxter. There was a 
correspondence in the papers, but it never led to anything. There were several other 
similar cases, and then there was the death of Hay Connor. What a cackle there was about 
an unsolved mystery of the air, and what columns in the halfpenny papers, and yet how 
little was ever done to get to the bottom of the business! He came down in a tremendous 
vol-plane from an unknown height. He never got off his machine and died in his pilot's 



seat. Died of what? 'Heart disease,' said the doctors. Rubbish! Hay Connor's heart was as 
sound as mine is. What did Venables say? Venables was the only man who was at his 
side when he died. He said that he was shivering and looked like a man who had been 
badly scared. 'Died of fright,' said Venables, but could not imagine what he was 
frightened about. Only said one word to Venables, which sounded like 'Monstrous.' They 
could make nothing of that at the inquest. But I could make something of it. Monsters! 
That was the last word of poor Harry Hay Connor. And he did die of fright, just as 
Venables thought.  

"And then there was Myrtle's head. Do you really believe -- does anybody really 
believe -- that a man's head could be driven clean into his body by the force of a fall? 
Well, perhaps it may be possible, but I, for one, have never believed that it was so with 
Myrtle. And the grease upon his clothes -- 'all slimy with grease,' said somebody at the 
inquest. Queer that nobody got thinking after that! I did -- but, then, I had been thinking 
for a good long time. I've made three ascents -- how Dangerfield used to chaff me about 
my shot-gun -- but I've never been high enough. Now, with this new, light Paul Veroner 
machine and its one hundred and seventy-five Robur, I should easily touch the thirty 
thousand tomorrow. I'll have a shot at the record. Maybe I shall have a shot at something 
else as well. Of course, it's dangerous. If a fellow wants to avoid danger he had best keep 
out of flying altogether and subside finally into flannel slippers and a dressing-gown. But 
I'll visit the air-jungle tomorrow -- and if there's anything there I shall know it. If I return, 
I'll find myself a bit of a celebrity. If I don't this note-book may explain what I am trying 
to do, and how I lost my life in doing it. But no drivel a bout accidents or mysteries, if 
you please.  

"I chose my Paul Veroner monoplane for the job. There's nothing like a 
monoplane when real work is to be done. Beaumont found that out in very early days. For 
one thing it doesn't mind damp, and the weather looks as if we should be in the clouds all 
the time. It's a bonny little model and answers my hand like a tender-mouthed horse. The 
engine is a ten-cylinder rotary Robur working up to one hundred and seventy-five. It has 
all the modern improvements -- enclosed fuselage, high-curved landing skids, brakes, 
gyroscopic steadiers, and three speeds, worked by an alteration of the angle of the planes 
upon the Venetian-blind principle. I took a shot-gun with me and a dozen cartridges 
willed with buck-shot. You should have seen the face of Perkins, my old mechanic, when 
I directed him to put them in. I was dressed like an Arctic explorer, with two jerseys 
under my overalls, thick socks inside my padded boots, a storm-cap with flaps, and my 
talc goggles. It was stifling outside the hangars, but I was going for the summit of the 
Himalayas, and had to dress for the part. Perkins knew there was something on and 
implored me to take him with me. Perhaps I should if I were using the biplane, but a 
monoplane is a one-man show -- if you want to get the last foot of life out of it. Of 
course, I took an oxygen bag; the man who goes for the altitude record without one will 
either be frozen or smother -- or both.  

"I had a good look at the planes, the rudder-bar, and the elevating lever before I 
got in. Everything was in order so far as I could see. Then I switched on my engine and 
found that she was running sweetly. When they let her go she rose almost at once upon 



the lowest speed. I circled my home field once or twice just to warm her up, and then 
with a wave to Perkins and the others, I flattened out my planes and put her on her 
highest. She turned her nose up a little and she began to climb in a great spiral for the 
cloud-bank above me. It's all-important to rise slowly and adapt yourself to the pressure 
as you go.  

"It was a close, warm day for an English September, and there was a hush and 
heaviness of impending rain. Now and then there came sudden puffs of wind from the 
south-west -- one of them so gusty and unexpected that it caught me napping and turned 
me half-round for an instant. I remember the time when gusts and whirls and air-pockets 
used to be things of danger -- before we learned to put an overmastering power into our 
engines. Just as I reached the cloud-banks, with the altimeter marking three thousand, 
down came the rain. My word, how it poured! It drummed upon my wings and lashed 
against my face, blurring my glasses so that I could hardly see. I got down on to a lower 
speed, for it was painful to travel against it. As I got higher it became hail, and I had to 
turn tail to it. One of my cylinders rising steadily with plenty of power. After a bit the 
trouble passed, whatever it was, and I heard the full, deep-throated purr -- the ten singing 
as one. That's where the beauty of our modern silencers comes in. We can at last control 
our engines by ear. How they squeal and squeak and sob when they are in trouble! All 
those cries for help were wasted in the old days, when every sound was swallowed up by 
the monstrous racket of the machine. If only the early aviators could come back to see the 
beauty and perfection of the mechanism which have been bought at the cost of their lives!  

"About nine-thirty I was nearing the clouds. Down below me, all blurred and 
shadowed with rain, lay the vast expanse of Salisbury Plain. Half a dozen flying 
machines were doing hackwork at the thousand-foot level, looking like little black 
swallows against the green background. I dare say they were wondering what I was doing 
up in cloud-land. Suddenly a grey curtain drew across beneath me and the wet folds of 
vapours were swirling round my face. It was clammily cold and miserable. But I was 
above the hail-storm, and that was something gained. The cloud was dark and thick as a 
London fog. In my anxiety to get clear, I cocked her nose up until the automatic alarm-
bell rang, and I actually began to slide backwards. My sopped and dripping wings had 
made me heavier than I thought, but presently I was in lighter cloud, and soon had 
cleared the first layer. There was a second -- opal-colored and fleecy -- at a great height 
above my head, a white, unbroken ceiling above, and a dark, unbroken floor below, with 
the monoplane labouring upwards upon a vast spiral between them. It is small water-birds 
went past me, flying very fast to the westwards. The quick whir of their wings and their 
musical cry were cheery to my ear. I fancy that they were teal, but I am a wretched 
zoologist. Now that we humans have become birds we must really learn to know our 
brethren by sight.  

"The wind down beneath me whirled and swayed the broad cloud-pain. Once a 
great eddy formed in it, a whirlpool of vapour, and through it, as down a funnel, I caught 
sight of the distant world. A large white biplane was passing at a vast depth beneath me. I 
fancy it was the morning mail service betwixt Bristol and London. Then the drift swirled 
inwards again and the great solitude was unbroken.  



"Just after ten I touched the lower edge of the upper cloud-stratum. It consisted of 
fine diaphanous vapour drifting swiftly from the westwards. The wind had been steadily 
rising all this time and it was now blowing a sharp breeze -- twenty-eight an hour by my 
gauge. Already it was very cold, though my altimeter only marked nine thousand. The 
engines were working beautifully, and we went droning steadily upwards. The cloud-
bank was thicker than I had expected, but at last it thinned out into a golden mist before 
me, and then in an instant I had shot out from it, and there was an unclouded sky and a 
brilliant sun above my head -- all blue and gold above, all shining silver below, one vast 
glimmering plain as far as my eyes could reach. It was a quarter past ten o'clock, and the 
barograph needle pointed to twelve thousand eight hundred. Up I went and up, my ears 
concentrated upon the deep purring of my motor, my eyes busy always with the watch, 
the revolution indicator, the petrol lever, and the oil pump. No wonder aviators are said to 
be a fearless race. With so many things to think of there is no time to trouble about 
oneself. About this time I noted how unreliable is the compass when above a certain 
height from earth. At fifteen thousand feet mine was pointing east and a point south. The 
sun and the wind gave me my true bearings.  

"I had hoped to reach an eternal stillness in these high altitudes, but with every 
thousand feet of ascent the gale grew stronger. My machine groaned and trembled in 
every joint and rivet as she faced it, and swept away like a sheet of paper when I banked 
her on the turn, skimming down wind at a greater pace, perhaps, than ever mortal man 
has moved. Yet I had always to turn again and tack up in the wind's eye, for it was not 
merely a height record that I was after. By all my calculations it was above little 
Wiltshire that my air-jungle lay, and all my labour might be lost if I struck the outer 
layers at some farther point.  

"When I reached the nineteen-thousand-foot level, which was about midday, the 
wind was so severe that I looked with some anxiety to the stays of my wings, expecting 
momentarily to see them snap or slacken. I even cast loose the parachute behind me, and 
fastened its hoop into the ring of my leather belt, so as to be ready for the worst. Now 
was the time when a bit of scamped work by the mechanic is paid for by the life of the 
aeronaut. But she held together bravely. Every cord and strut was humming and vibrating 
like so many harp-strings, but it was glorious to see how, for all the beating and the 
buffeting, she was still the conqueror of Nature and the mistress of the sky. There is 
surely something divine in man himself that he should rise so superior to the limitations 
which Creation seemed to impose -- rise, too, by such unselfish, heroic devotion as this 
air-conquest has shown. Talk of human degeneration! When has such a story as this been 
written in the annals of our race?  

"These were the thoughts in my head as I climbed that monstrous, inclined plane 
with the wind sometimes beating in my face and sometimes whistling behind my ears, 
while the cloudland beneath me fell away to such a distance that the folds and hummocks 
of silver had all smoothed out into one flat, shining plain. But suddenly I had a horrible 
and unprecedented experience. I have known before what it is to be in what our 
neighbours have called a tourbillion, but never on such a scale as this. That huge, 
sweeping river of wind of which I have spoken had, as it appears, whirlpools within it 



which were as monstrous as itself. Without a moment's warning I was dragged suddenly 
into the heart of one. I spun round for a minute or two with such velocity that I almost 
lost my senses, and then fell suddenly, left wing foremost, down the vacuum funnel in the 
centre. I dropped like a stone and lost nearly a thousand feet. It was only my belt that kept 
me in my seat, and the shock and breathlessness left me hanging half-insensible over the 
side of the fuselage. But I am always capable of a supreme effort -- it is my one great 
merit as an aviator. I was conscious that the descent was slower. The whirlpool was a 
cone rather than a funnel, and I had come to the apex. With a terrific wrench, throwing 
my weight all to one side, I levelled my planes and brought her head away from the wind. 
In an instant I had shot out of the eddies and was skimming down the sky. The, shaken 
but victorious, I turned her nose up and began once more my steady grind on the upward 
spiral. I took a large sweep to avoid the danger-spot of the whirlpool, and soon I was 
safely above it. Just after one o'clock I was twenty-one thousand feet above the sea-level. 
To my great joy I had topped the gale, and with every hundred feet of ascent the air grew 
stiller. On the other hand, it was very cold, and I was conscious of that peculiar nausea 
which goes with rarefaction of the air. For the first time I unscrewed the mouth of my 
oxygen bag and took an occasional whiff of the glorious gas. I could feel it running like a 
cordial through my veins, and I was exhilarated almost to the point of drunkenness. I 
shouted and sang as I soared upwards into the cold, still outer world.  

"It is very clear to me that the insensibility which came upon Glaisher, and in a 
lesser degree upon Coxwell, when, in 1862, they ascended in a balloon to a height of 
thirty thousand feet, was due to the extreme speed with which a perpendicular ascent is 
made. Doing it at an easy gradient and accustoming oneself to the lessened barometric 
pressure by slow degrees, there are no such dreadful symptoms. At the same great height 
I found that even without my oxygen inhaler I could breathe without undue distress. It 
was bitterly cold, however, and my thermometer was at zero, Fahrenheit. At one-thirty I 
was nearly seven miles above the surface of the earth, and still ascending steadily. I 
found however, that the rarefied air was giving markedly less support to my planes, and 
that my angle of ascent had to be considerable lowered in consequence. It was already 
clear that even with my light weight and strong engine-power there was a point in front of 
me where I should be held. To make matters worse, one of my sparking-plugs was in 
trouble again and there was intermittent misfiring in the engine. My heart was heavy with 
the fear of failure.  

"It was about that time that I had a most extraordinary experience. Something 
whizzed past me in a trail of smoke and exploded with a loud, hissing sound, sending 
forth a cloud of steam. For the instant I could not imagine what had happened. Then I 
remembered that the earth is for ever being bombarded by meteor stones, and would be 
hardly inhabitable were they not in nearly every case turned to vapour in the outer layers 
of the atmosphere. Here is a new danger for the high-altitude man, for two others passed 
me when I was nearing the forty-thousand-foot mark. I cannot doubt that at the edge of 
the earth's envelope the risk would be a very real one.  

"My barograph needle marked forty-one thousand three hundred when I became 
aware that I could go no farther. Physically, the strain was not as yet greater than I could 



bear but my machine had reached its limit. The attenuated air gave no firm support to the 
wings, and the least tilt developed into side-slip, while she seemed sluggish on her 
controls. Possibly, had the engine been at its best, another thousand feet might have been 
within our capacity, but it was still misfiring, and two out of the ten cylinders appeared to 
be out of action. If I had not already reached the zone for which I was searching then I 
should never see it upon this journey. But was it not possible that I had attained it? 
Soaring in circles like a monstrous hawk upon the forty-thousand-foot level I let the 
monoplane guide herself, and with my Mannheim glass I made a careful observation of 
my surroundings. The heavens were perfectly clear; there was no indication of those 
dangers which I had imagined.  

"I have said that I was soaring in circles. It struck me suddenly that I would do 
well to take a wider sweep and open up a new airtract. If the hunter entered an earth-
jungle he would drive through it if he wished to find his game. My reasoning had let me 
to believe that the air-jungle which I had imagined lay somewhere over Wiltshire. This 
should be to the south and west of me. I took my bearings from the sun, for the compass 
was hopeless and no trace of earth was to be seen -- nothing but the distant, silver cloud-
plain. However, I got my direction as best I might and kept her head straight to the mark. 
I reckoned that my petrol supply would not last for more than another hour or so, but I 
could afford to use it to the last drop, since a single magnificent vol-plane could at any 
time take me to the earth.  

"Suddenly I was aware of something new. The air in front of me had lost its 
crystal clearness. It was full of long, ragged whisps of something which I can only 
compare to very fine cigarette smoke. It hung about in wreaths and coils, turning and 
twisting slowly in the sunlight. As the monoplane shot through it, I was aware of a faint 
taste of oil upon my lips, and there was a greasy scum upon the woodwork of the 
machine. Some infinitely fine organic matter appeared to be suspended in the 
atmosphere. There was no life there. It was inchoate and diffuse, extending for many 
square acres and then fringing off into the void. No, it was not life. But might it not be the 
remains of life? Above all, might it not be the food of life, of monstrous life, even as the 
humble grease of the ocean is the food of the mighty whale? The thought was in my mind 
when my eyes looked upward and I saw the most wonderful vision that ever man has 
seen. Can I hope to convey it to you even as I saw it myself last Thursday?  

"Conceive a jelly-fish such as sails in our summer seas, bell-shaped and of 
enormous size -- far larger, I should judge, than the dome of St. Paul's. It was of a light 
pink colour veined with a delicate green, but the whole huge fabric so tenuous that it was 
but a fairy outline against the dark blue sky. It pulsated with a delicate and regular 
rhythm. From it there depended two long drooping, green tentacles, which swayed slowly 
backwards and forwards. This gorgeous vision passed gently with noiseless dignity over 
my head, as light and fragile as a soap-bubble, and drifted upon its stately way.  

"I had half-turned my monoplane, that I might look after this beautiful creature, 
when, in a moment, I found myself amidst a perfect fleet of them, of all sizes, but none so 
large as the first. Some were quite small, but the majority about as big as an average 



balloon, and with much the same curvature at the top. There was in them a delicacy of 
texture and colouring which reminded me of the finest Venitian glass. Pale shades of pink 
and green were the prevailing tints, but all had a lovely iridescence where the sun 
shimmered through their dainty forms. Some hundreds of them drifted past me, a 
wonderful fairy squadron of strange unknown argosies of the sky -- creatures whose 
forms and substance were so attuned to these pure heights that one could not conceive 
anything so delicate within actual sight or sound of earth.  

"But soon my attention was drawn to a new phenomenon -- the serpents of the 
outer air. These were long, thin, fantastic coils of vapour-like material, which turned and 
twisted with great speed, flying round and round at such a pace that the eyes could hardly 
follow them. Some of these ghost-like creatures were twenty or thirty feet long, but it was 
difficult to tell their girth, for their outline was so hazy that it seemed to fade away into 
the air around them. These air-snakes were of a very light grey or smoke colour, with 
some darker lines within, which gave the impression of a definite organism. One of them 
whisked past my very face, and I was conscious of a cold, clammy contact, but their 
composition was so unsubstantial that I could not connect them with any thought of 
physical danger, any more than the beautiful bell-like creatures which had preceded them. 
There was no more solidity i n their frames than in the floating spume form a broken 
wave.  

"But a more terrible experience was in store for me. Floating downwards from a 
great height there came a purplish patch of vapour, small as I saw it first, but rapidly 
enlarging as it approached me, until it appeared to be hundreds of square feet in size. 
Though fashioned of some transparent, jelly-like substance, it was none the less of much 
more definite outline and solid consistence than anything which I had seen before. There 
were more traces, too, of a physical organization, especially two vast, shadowy, circular 
plates upon either side, which may have been eyes, and a perfectly solid white projection 
between them which was as curved and cruel as the beak of a vulture.  

"The whole aspect of this monster was formidable and threatening, and it kept 
changing its colour from a very light mauve to a dark, angry purple so thick that it cast a 
shadow as it drifted between my monoplane and the sun. On the upper curve of its huge 
body there were three great projections which I can only describe as enormous bubbles, 
and I was convinced as I looked at them that they were charged with some extremely 
light gas which served to buoy up the misshapen and semi-solid mass in the rarefied air. 
The creature moved swiftly along, keeping pace easily with the monoplane, and for 
twenty miles or more it formed my horrible escort, hovering over me like a bird of prey 
which is waiting to pounce. Its method of progression -- done so swiftly that it was not 
easy to follow -- was to throw out a long, glutinous streamer in front of it, which in turn 
seemed to draw forward the rest of the writhing body. So elastic and gelatinous was it 
that never for two successive minutes was it the same shape, and yet each change made it 
more threatening and loathsome than the last.  

"I knew that it meant mischief. Every purple flush of its hideous body told me so. 
The vague, goggling eyes which were turned always upon me were cold and merciless in 



their viscid hatred. I dipped the nose of my monoplane downwards to escape it. As I did 
so, as quick as a flash there shot out a long tentacle from this mass of floating blubber, 
and it fell as light and senuous as a whip-lash across the front of my machine. There was 
a loud hiss as it lay for a moment across the hot engine, and it whisked itself into the air 
again, while the huge, flat body drew itself together as if in sudden pain. I dipped to a 
vol-pique, but again a tentacle fell over the monoplane and was shorn off by the propeller 
as easily as it might have cut through a smoke wreath. A long, gliding, sticky, serpent-
like coil came from behind and caught me around the waist, dragging me out of the 
fuselage. I tore at it, my fingers sinking into the smooth, glue-like surface, and for an 
instant I disengaged myself, but only to be caught around the boot by another coil, which 
gave me a jerk that tilted me almost on to my back.  

"As I fell over I blazed off both barrels of my gun, though, indeed, it was like 
attacking an elephant with a pea-shooter to imagine that any human weapon could cripple 
that mighty bulk. And yet I aimed better than I knew, for, with a loud report, one of the 
great blisters upon the creature's back exploded with the puncture of the buck-shot. It was 
very clear that my conjecture was right, and that these vast, clear bladders were distended 
with some lifting gas, for in an instant the huge, cloud-like body turned sideways, 
writhing desperately to find its balance, while the white beak snapped and gaped in 
horrible fury. But already I had shot away on the steepest glide that I dared to attempt, 
my engine still full on, the flying propeller and the force of gravity shooting me 
downwards like an aerolite. Far behind me I saw a dull, purplish smudge growing swiftly 
smaller and merging into the blue sky behind it. I was safe out of the deadly jungle of the 
outer air.  

"Once out of danger I throttled my engine, for nothing tears a machine to pieces 
quicker than running on full power from a height. It was a glorious, spiral vol-plane from 
nearly eight miles of altitude -- first, to the level of the silver cloud-bank, then to that of 
the storm-cloud beneath it, and finally, in beating rain, to the surface of the earth. I saw 
the Bristol Channel beneath me as I broke from the clouds, but, having still some petrol 
in my tank, I got twenty miles inland before I found myself stranded in a field half a mile 
from the village of Ashcombe. There I got three tins of petrol from a passing motor-car, 
and at ten minutes past six that evening I alighted gently in my own home meadow at 
Devizes, after such a journey as no mortal upon earth has ever yet taken and lived to tell 
the tale. I have seen the beauty and I have seen the horror of the heights -- and greater 
beauty or greater horror than that is not within the ken of man.  

"And now it is my plan to go once again before I give my results to the world. My 
reason for this is that I must surely have something to show by way of proof before I lay 
such a tale before my fellow-men. It is true that others will soon follow and will confirm 
what I have said, and yet I should wish to carry conviction from the first. Those lovely 
iridescent bubbles of the air should not be hard to capture. They drift slowly upon their 
way, and the swift monoplane could intercept their leisurely course. It is likely enough 
that they would dissolve in the heavier layers of the atmosphere, and that some small 
heap of amorphous jelly might be all that I should bring to earth with me. And yet 
something there would surely be by which I could substantiate my story. Yes, I will go, 



even if I run a risk by doing so. These purple horrors would not seem to be numerous. It 
is probable that I shall not see one. If I do I shall dive at once. At the worst there is 
always the shot-gun and my knowledge of..."  

Here a page of the manuscript is unfortunately missing. On the next page is 
written, in large, straggling writing:  

"Forty-three thousand feet. I shall never see earth again. They are beneath me, 
three of them. God help me; it is a dreadful death to die!"  

Such in its entirety is the Joyce-Armstrong Statement. Of the man nothing has 
since been seen. Pieces of his shattered monoplane have been picked up in the preserves 
of Mr. Budd-Lushington upon the borders of Kent and Sussex, within a few miles of the 
spot where the note-book was discovered. If the unfortunate aviator's theory is correct 
that this air-jungle, as he called it, existed only over the south-west of England, then it 
would seem that he had fled from it at the full speed of his monoplane, but had been 
overtaken and devoured by these horrible creatures at some spot in the outer atmosphere 
above the place where the grim relics were found. The picture of that monoplane 
skimming down the sky, with the nameless terrors flying as swiftly beneath it and cutting 
it off always from the earth while they gradually closed in upon their victim, is one upon 
which a man who valued his sanity would prefer not to dwell. There are many, as I am 
aware, who still jeer at the facts which I have here set down, but even they must admit 
that Joyce-Armstrong has disappeared, and I would commend to them his own words: 
"This note-book may explain what I am trying to do, and how I lost my life in doing it. 
But no drivel about accidents or mysteries, if you please."  

 

CONCLUSION 

 TO go back to Reverend Monatgue Summers’ claim: only a believer in the 
supernatural could be a great horror writer. If this were so, Arthur Conan Doyle would 
be our greatest pen in that field. Doyle is such a fantastic storyteller that he could write 
of wool-gatherers and make it readable. It is this talent to make a thrilling story that 
makes Doyle a great horror writer. When he slips into Spiritualist propagandist-mode, 
his work suffers. If you don’t believe me, try a few chapters of The Land of Mist, the third 
Challenger book. He was much better when he wrote about Sherlock Holmes, using 
Holmes’ natural disbelief (“No ghosts need apply!”) as a check for his own strongly felt 
convictions.  

 
 

 Doyle began his career as a great storyteller, but he ended it as a spokesman for 
Spiritualism. This shift in his focus doesn’t entirely ruin him as a horror writer, as you 
saw with his last stories, “The Terror of Blue John Gap” and “The Horror of the 
Heights”. These are pure yarn-rippers. With 1913, and the coming of WWI, his output of 



horror tales would end. Who needs horror stories when the world is filled with them? 
Doyle would spend the remaining fifteen years of his life chasing fairies, ghosts and 
disappointment. 

This book is intended to be shared. Please pass it on to anyone who is interested. The 
introductory comments are copyright G. W. Thomas 2003. 
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